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Sleeve-Valve Motor 


Luxury and Efficiency 
At a Moderate Price 


ERE is smartness of style and appointments to 
satisfy the most exacting demands. 

Here is mechanical excellence so marked as to arouse 
the enthusiasm of the expert. 

The flexible, powerful motor has quiet sliding sleeve 
valves. 

With use, its quietness increases until it reaches the 
point almost of absolute silence. 

With use, its efficiency increases—reaching its maxi- 
mum long after an ordinary motor would have out-run 
its usefulness 

Your investment in a Limousine should have this per- 
manence. 

The Overland dealer will show you the Willys-Knight 
cars and demonstrate them. 

In addition to the Limousine there is the Coupe at 
$1500, the Touring Car at $1095 and the Roadster at 
$1065. All prices are f. 0. b. Toledo. 

Catalog on request. 


The 
Willys-Overland 
Company 
Toledo, Ohio 
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“Made in U.S. A.” 
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(TIL HALT 


THE MULTIGRAPH 
SENIOR EQUIPMENT 









- u,” 


The Typesetting part of 
the Multigraph Senior, 











oure Paying for It 
Why Not HAVE It? 











7 ; —fj hase i , THE MULTIGRAPH SENIOR—A complete, com- 
Y ou are paying right Rraeater! y for the Multigraph y ou pact equipment that turns out highest quality printing 
ought to have, but haven 2 You can prove _ and form typewriting at very low cost. Simple and 


. a easy to operate. Rapid and convenient. Electrically 
Have some one lay on your desk a sample of each piece driven, with Printing-Ink Attachment, Automatic 


: 4 ; , inecs Paper Feed and Automatic Platen Re- 
of typewritten and printed matter used in your business a ol oe eee * $665 
since January 1, 1915, with a statement of the cost. 








THE MULTIGRAPH JUNIOR—A wonderfully 


Meantime sign the coupon which will bring a Multi- efficient machine for concerns who have a more limited 
amount of form typewriting and office printing. Pro- 


graph representative to show you how the same items duces the same high quality of work as the $200 
can be produced on the machine and at what cost. Senior, but is hand operated....... int 


j 7 Eithe of the two equi, ents can be yours 
U Y « >, ( W I r quipmen r 
nless , ou are the one except yn ho p oves the rule for 20% d J thi y reg 


for the other ninety-nine out of every hundred you will— 
1. Find your present printing bills bigger 4. Be amazed at the speed, variety and 





than you suspected. fine quality of Multigraph form-type- MULTIGRAPH, 1810 E. 40th Street, Cleveland 
writing and real printers’ ink printing. I shall be glad to have a Multigraph representative show me the 
. , , ‘ . . : Multi odt 0 nilar to mine, and investigate 
2. Discover that the Multigraph will cut $. Buy either a Senior or Junior equip- | Noman Toe auc upline. 
em do 0- 
6. Discover new ways every month in RR ANE D Te 8 BR at teen ee ee 
3. Find that this saving will pay for the which it saves money, creates new OMe GadMehs «oss cvsvccccccsscnesercecescesece 
equipment in less than eighteen business and makes itself indiepen- ‘ 
months. sable to you. PINs 6 :0:0-0:0 06-6660 066-6 646060660600056.00666666086 
THE AMERICAN MULTIGRAPH SALES co. Btrest AdGvans occ ccccccccccccccsccccvceceeseces ° 
1810 East 40th Street Cleveland, Ohio Towns veeseccccceccesess State. ++ cccccccccce 





Offices in all Principal Cities 





ATTACH THIS TO YOUR LETTERHEAD AND MAIL 





























To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day 
To the last syllable of recorded time, 

And all our yesterdays have lighted -fools 
The way to dusty death. 

Macbeth, Act V, Sc. 5, L. 19. 


MORAL 


Do Your Christmas Subscribing To-day. 
If you wish Lire sent to any of your friends as a Christ- 
mas present, fill in the coupon below. Obey that impulse. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 

17 West Thirty-first Street, New York City: 

Enclosed please find $...... * for which send Christmas cards and enter for three months’ subscriptions to LIFE, 
beginning with the issue of December 23rd (Christmas week), the names and addresses of the persons below: 


Name Street and Number Town and State 
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*Lire’s rates for one year are $5.00 (Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04); and to new names only, for three months, $1.00 
(Canadian, $1.13; Foreign, $1.26). We send with every Christmas subscription a handsome Christmas card printed in 
colors on heavy tinted board, and enclosed in a suitable envelope. It will be properly filled out and mailed by us to be 
delivered as nearly as possible on Christmas Day and simultaneously with the arrival of the first copy of Lire. 







































Born 1820 
—Still going strong. 
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Owner (excitedly to chauffeur): ‘* RUN TO THE NEAREST INN AND FETCH SOME WHISKY!” 
Victim (opening his eyes, more frightened than hurt): ‘‘‘JoHNNIE WALKER’—IN THE NON-REFILLABLE BOTTLE, 
PLEASE!” 


The famous non-refillatle bottle ensures the original ‘‘ Johnnie Walker” quality. Another great point in favour of 
“Johnnie Walker” is that its quality is safeguarded by enormous reserve stocks, sufficient to meet the most 
optimistic possibilities of increased demand, 


Every drop of “Johnnie Walker” Red Label in a non-refillable bottle is over 10 years old. 
GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 
Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrv., Wuisxy DisTitters, KILMARNOCK, ScoTLanp. 



























Weavers of Speech 


these weavers of speech sit silently at 

the switchboards, swiftly and skillfully 
interlacing the cords which guide the 
human voice over the country in all 
directions. 


Upon the magic looms of the Bell 
System, tens of millions of telephone 
messages are daily woven into a mar- 
velous fabric, representing the count- 
less activities of a busy people. 


Day and night, invisible hands shift 
the shuttles to and fro, weaving the 
thoughts of men and women into a 
pattern which, if it could be seen as a 
tapestry, would tell a dramatic story 
of our business and social life. 

In its warp and woof would mingle 
success and failure, triumph and trag- 
edy, joy and sorrow, sentiment and 
shop-talk, heart emotions and million- 


dollar deals. 


The weavers are the 70,000 Bell op- 
erators. Out of sight of the subscribers, 
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One Policy 


| 





Whether a man wants his neighbor 
in town, or some one in a far-away 
state; whether the calls come one or ten 
a minute, the work of the operators is 
ever the same—making direct, instant 
communication everywhere possible. 


This is Bell Service. Not only is it 
necessary to provide the facilities for 
the weaving of speech, but these facil- 
ities must be vitalized with the skill 
and intelligence which, in the Bell 
System, have made Universal Service 
the privilege of the millions. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES | 


One System 





Purely Psychologic 
T “ae met for the first time. She bowed and smiled. He gazed at her furtively. 


He saw that she was good-looking. 


He advanced. She retreated. He came 


nearer. He grabbed her before she could get away. He threw his arms about 
her. He clasped her close. He banged her head down on his shoulder. With super- 


human strength he pressed his lips to hers. 
and with a mighty effort tore herself away. 
“How dare you? I will have you arrested. 


She struggled. He persisted. She screamed, 


“What do you mean?” she exclaimed. 


I have never seen you before. You are an 


utter stranger. What explanation have you to make of your dastardly conduct?” 


Suddenly he realized what he had done. 
me!” he muttered. “I am not to blame. 


He buried his face in his hands. “ Forgive 
I have been looking at so many love-scenes 


in the movies lately that I forgot where I was.” 








Universal Service | 


The Feminist 


F man could be the Mother, 
Why there need not be a pause 
In the progress of creation, 
And ’twould help along the cause— 
For we must rush upon the world 
In quest of loud applause— 
We have no time for Motherhood, 
A handicap that bores! 
Nor will we enter any home, 
But just live out of doors, 
And deal a blow where’er we can 
To all of nature’s laws. 


Creation as it’s been before 
Seems terribly unfair— 
We want to be as bold as brass 
And just as free as air. 
Our mental process is the same 
As the Nude upon the Stair— 
You could not chide her very well 
For coming down so bare— 
For ’tis only by the title 
That you know that she is there— 
Thus: Who can tell what we may do, 
Stand back—beware! 


For the Feminist is the Cubist 
From canvas come to life; 
To dash about at random 
Where there’s any sign of strife. 
We'd like to go to Mexico 
Where war just now is rife: 
How gladly would we step in line 
To sound of drum and fife— 
With a mind just like a demon, 
And a tongue just like a knife— 
Declaring ne’er again will we 
Become a lawful wife. 


We're like the female spider 
Who is known to eat her mate— 

She rounds him up within the web 
For a dreadful téte-d-téte. 

And then she chews him up alive— 
It is an awful fate— 

You'd think that man would run away 
Before it is too late. 

For we decided long ago 
That he was out-of-date— 

The w6man movement everywhere 
Has wiped him off the slate. 


M. B. F 
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US MEN’LL STICK TOGETHER 
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Girding at the Umpire 

ISCUSSING the Ancona case in a letter to the New 
York Evening Post, Theodore C. Janeway, of Balti- 
more, remarked how drowsily we had taken the destruc- 
tion of the Ancona compared with our alertness about the 
Lusitania. Why had the moral reaction been so faint in 
the Ancona case? He said the reason was that “ righteous 
indignation which does not issue in any deed to right the 
wrong, destroys the power to act in the future, and in the 
end leads only to pessimism or to the abandonment of 
moral standards.” He felt, what thousands of people feel, 
that we have, somehow, lost our punch. Emotion, he said, 
which does not find an outlet in action, becomes a source 
of weakness, not of power. He seemed to make no account 
of our government’s notes, accepting the English view that 
the German submarines had abandoned the Channel be- 

cause the English had made it too hot for them. 

A great many people fear, as Mr. Janeway does, that 
we have let our indignation ooze away and have nothing 
to show for it. The thought drives some of them frantic. 
They think they see the moral sense of the country dis- 
appearing beneath the yellow slime of traders’ profits. 
They can’t bear that, and some of them, like Colonel 
Roosevelt and the Tribune, rail at President Wilson. As 
far as their railings show concern for our national honor 
and for humanity we are bound to respect them and share 
a good deal of the emotion with which they are charged. 
But they are not fair to the President. He cannot force 
a situation nor move faster than events. He is caught in 
the predicament that affects all neutral countries, and 











Judge: DO YOU SUBSCRIBE TO THE CONSTITUTION OF THE 
UNITED STATES? 

Candidate for Naturalization: 
ZEITUNG.” 


NO, TO DER “ STAATS- 








‘her c* 





THE MARCH OF SCIENCE 





which was well described in the letter of an English 
doctor who wrote from the front months ago: 


War being what it is, it is hopeless to expect that any 
nation will engage in it who does not fear great loss or 
hope for great gain. Nations will always be ravaged by 
the influences which are now swaying Italy, Greece, Bul- 
garia and Rumania. No desire of justice would lead those 
countries to join us. I doubt if it would justify their 
ralers in declaring war. 


However the President feels, he cannot yet be a partisan 
in this war. He is the umpire between those who want 
to get in with the Allies and those who want to keep out, 
and he is exposed to the attentions which the umpire 
usually receives from ardent partisans in a close game. 
The Jatherland and the Tribune hoot and yell at him with 
about equal fury. One has dead cats, the other rotten 
eggs to throw at him. Both wait their charce and holler 
all the time. Nevertheless, the great mass of spectators still 
thinks the umpire is doing pretty well and will see that 
this game between the Get-ins and the Stay-outs goes to 
the true winners. 2: 3. Mi. 





FP the faculty of your college well organized?” 

“Very. We haven’t a single professor who would dare 
to make a statement of fact without first having it ap- 
proved by a trust magnate or a corporation lawyer.” 
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MEMORIES 


- YES, I WAS ALL-AMERICAN FULL-BACK IN MY DAY AND THE BEST DROP-KICKER YALE EVER HAD” 


Types 

d types were all uniform in size, what a boon and bless- 

ing would this be to all of us! Apparently our news- 
papers do not consider the human eye any more than the 
railroads. To save paper is more important than eyesight, 
so the finest types are used. How much would be gained 
if types were made twenty per cent. larger, and the mass 
of material we are supposed to read were twenty per cent. 
less. 





“NOW BABY, YOU YOUNG RASCAL, COME AROUND HERE WHERE 
PAPA CAN WATCH YOU, OR SOMETHING IS GOING TO HAPPEN r 





France 
HE Kansas City Star says about France: 


Its course since the declaration of war has been 
an inspiration to all believers in democracy. 


In this respect France is like some one whom we have 
always misjudged a little, not giving due credit for qual- 
ities possessed, and overestimating others. 

It is assumed by many that a lightness of touch and a 
certain vivacity, are not consonant with patience and long 
suffering.” Of the French soldiers it was once said that 
they were splendidly courageous in attack, but incapable 
of reverses; yet we now see them serenely patient and 
apparently incapable of that kind of discouragement which 
is supposed to go with a volatile temperament. 

It appears to us that France has done even more than 
to inspire; she has taught us anew what should never be 
forgotten—that there is no rule to human nature that 
human beings cannot be tied down to certain fixed ideas 
of what they will do in certain circumstances. In short, 
human nature makes its own rules to suit itself as it goes 
along. 


A Modern Improvement 


EACHER: Now let us take the phrase, “I was a 
stranger, and ye took me in.” Can any one make 
that sentence any better ? 
Boy: I was neutral and ye took me in, 
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“YOU MADE ME WHAT I AM TO-DAY. 


I HOPE YOU’RE SATISFIED ” 


The Truth About Our Navy 


(By J. Bounder Ballingford, Lire’s special correspondent) 


AVING been 

Lire to find out where our navy 
is, how large it is, and what its con- 
dition is, I beg leave to report as fol- 
lows: 


commissioned — by 


My first thought was to send out a 
good detective and have him locate the 
navy, if possible. But it seemed to me, 
after due consideration, that I would 
better consult the leading authorities 
of the country. Up to the present time, 
nobody knows whether we have a navy 
or not. I saw one of the high officials 
connected with the navy department. 


I can vouch for his opinion, although 


his name is withheld, as it might lay 


him open to suspicion. He said: 

“We have a navy. I know because 
I have seen it. Do not ask me to say 
any more than this.” 

A leading member of the House, who 
is interested in the new defense pro- 
gram, received me cordially at his resi- 
dence on Avenue A. I asked him if 
he could inform the readers of Lire 
how large our navy is at present. 

“Certainly,” he replied. “ We have 
two hundred and one battleships, two 


hundred and four cruisers, five hun- 
dred submarines, eighteen hundred 
torpedo destroyers, and a couple of 
thousand gunboats.” 
“Do you think that is enough?” 
“Not quite. We need about nine 
hundred battleships more.” 


“What is the condition of our 
navy?” 
“Fair. Several smokestacks are 


loose, and the steering-gear on one of 
our submarines needs attention. With 
the help of Congress, we hope to have 
these repairs made in time for the next 
war.” 

I then called upon another leading 
member of the House, who is inter- 
ested in the Peace program. 

“Can you tell me the exact number 
of our navy?” I enquired. 

“Certainly,” he replied. “We have 
one battleship, one submarine, one tor- 
pedo boat and one cruiser; also a 
steam launch.” 

“Ts that enough?” 

“Too much. I am seriously con- 
sidering a proposal to turn the battle- 
ship into a training ship, to be used on 
Sunday afternoons as a place where 
our young men can gather to receive 
instruction from the Secretary of the 
Navy on the gospel of every-day life 
and other vital matters.” 

To sum up: 

We have a navy. 

It consists of battleships and cruis- 
ers, submarines and other floating 
vehicles. 

It is in as good condition as can be 
expected. 





ELLE: What do you expect for 
Christmas ? 

Bos: Not a thing! 

BELLE: Optimist! 





“MY NAME? 


WHY, I’M THE ORIGINAL 
ROUND-ROBIN ” 
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HINTS TO HOSTESSES 


THE COST OF ENTERTAINING MAY BE MINIMIZED BY EXACTING A RAKE-OFF ON THE TIPS 


Cys BOY: That new passion poetess is without, Order of Merit 

sir. 

Epitor: Is she worth a private interview? Fon Hyrnswarep AmEnicans 

Orrice Boy: Take it from me and have her send in her HE following scale of rewards will go into effect from 
stuff by mail. this date: 


If you are a German-American citizen and publish an 
incendiary article in any paper, or make a speech against 
American institutions, you will be given a silver medal 
with a head of Bryan engraved on one side and the Kaiser 
on the other. 

For blowing up or setting fire to an ordinary $500,000 
factory you will receive an interesting and facetious edi- 
torial comment in all American papers, with a complimen- 
tary letter from the Secretary of State. 

For setting fire to an American vessel, where no lives 
are lost, honorable mention. 

Where lives are lost, a dance given in your honor in 
the basement of the Capitol. 

For completely destroying all the steel and powder 
works in any one State, blowing up a minimum of fifty 
American citizens, establishing a wireless with Berlin, pub- 
lishing a German paper and fathering a propaganda di- 
rected against all American life and property, you will be 
given a grand public reception and the Cross of the Legion 
“yOURS IN HASTE” of American Honor, besides being pensioned for life. 








The Theorist 











“Pray don’t think me rude in addressing a total stranger, “_—that you have very little theoretical knowledge of the 
but I observe game, and consequently miss many of the finer points. To 
begin with, your club is a milligram too light. 








“Remember, also, the index finger should be allowed to “ The legs, if crossed thus, will lend a spiral motion to the 
remain inert until the very height of the elliptical curve. impact of the club, i 





C- ANSeght—-+ ACs 





“ And a little more concavity in the region of the waist-line Newcomer: Hello, Ouimet. How's the Champion to-day? 
will give much greater. i 
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S LIFES SHORT STORY @NTESTS 


The contest closed on October 4th. So many thousands of manuscripts have 
been received, each one necessitating a careful reading, that our friends are 


invited to exercise all due patience. 


We shall continue to publish the stories 


accepted each week in this department until all the manuscripts have been 
passed upon; and as soon thereafter as possible the prizes will be awarded. 


The Black Patch 


By Randolph Hartley 


WEAR a black patch over my left eye. 

It has aroused the curiosity of many; 
no one has suspected the horror that it 
hides. 

Twenty years ago Bernard Vroom and 
I, fellow students at the University of 
Jena, were devotees at the feet of Pro- 
fessor Malhausen, the foremost optical 
surgeon of his time. Living, working, 
dreaming together, Vroom and I became 
almost as one intelligence in our pas- 
sionate study of the anatomy of the eye. 
Vroom it was who advanced the theory 
that a living eye-ball might be trans- 
ferred from the head of one man to 
the head of another. It was I who sug- 
gested, and arranged for, the operation, 
performed by Professor Malhausen, 
through which Vroom’s left eye became 
mine and my left eye became Vrouom’s. 
Professor Malhausen’s monograph, pub- 
lished shortly afterward, describes the 
delicate operation in detail. The ulti- 
mate effects of the operation are my own 
story. 

Very distinctly do I remember the 
final struggle for breath when the an- 
esthetic was administered; and quite as 
vividly do I recall my return to con- 
sciousness, in a hospital cot, weakened 
by a six weeks’ illness with brain fever, 
which had followed the operation. Slow- 
ly, but clearly, my mind advanced 
through the process of self-identifica- 
tion, and memory brought me to the 
moment of my last conscious thought. 
With a mingled feeling of curiosity and 
dread I opened my eyes. 

I opened my eyes and beheld two dis- 
tinct and strongly contrasting scenes. 
One, which was visible most clearly 
when I employed only my right eye, was 
the bare hospital room in which I lay. 
The other, distinct to the left eye alone, 
was the deck of a ship, a stretch of blue 
sea, and in the distance a low, tropical 
coast that was, to me, totally unfamiliar. 

Perplexed and vaguely afraid, I 
begged the nurse to send at once for 
Vroom. She explained gently that 
Vroom had recovered quickly, and that, 
although deeply distressed over leaving 


me, he had sailed for Egypt, a fortnight 
since, on a scientific mission. In a flash 
the truth came to me, overwhelmingly. 
The severing of the optic nerve had 
not destroyed the sympathy between 
Vroom’s two eyes. With Vroom’s left 
eye, now physically mine, I was behold- 
ing that which Vroom beheld with his 
right. The magnitude of the discovery, 
and its potentialities, stunned me. I 
dared not tell Professor Malhausen, for 
fear of being thought insane. For the 
same reason I have held the secret until 
now. 

On the second day of double-vision 
my left eye revealed a gorgeous picture 
of the port and city of Alexandria— 
and of a woman. Evidently she and 
Vroom were standing close together at 
the ship’s rail. I saw on her face an 
expression that I had_ never seen on 
woman’s before. I thrilled with ex- 
ultation. Then suddenly I went cold. 
The look was for Vroom, not for me. I 
had found a love that was not mine, a 
love to which every atom of my being 
responded, and it was to be my portion 
to behold on my loved one’s face, by day 
and by night, the manifestation of her 
love for another man. 

From that moment on I lived in the 
world that was revealed to me by my 
left eye. My right was employed only 
when I set down in my diary the impres- 
sions and experiences of this other life. 
The record was chiefly of the woman, 
whose name I never knew. The final 





entry, unfinished, describes the evidences 
that I saw of her marriage to Vroom, 
in the English Garrison Church at Cairo. 
I could write no more. A jealousy so 
sane and so well founded, so amply fed 
by new fuel every new moment that it 
was the acme of torture, possessed me. 
I was truly insane, but with a true vision, 
and to me was given the weapon of ex- 
treme cunning that insanity provides. I 
convinced Professor Malhausen that my 
left eye was sightless, and by simulat- 
ing calmness and strength I gained 
my discharge from the hospital. The 
next day I sailed from Bremen for Port 
Said. 

Upon reaching Cairo I had, naturally, 
no difficulty in finding my way through 
the already familiar streets, to the Eden 
Palace Hotel, and to the very door of 
Vroom’s apartment, overlooking the Es- 
bekieh Gardens. Without plan, save for 
the instant sight of her I loved, I opened 
the door. Vroom stood there, facing me, 
a revolver in his hand. 

“You did not consider,” he said calm- 
ly, “ that my left eye also is sympathetic; 
that I have followed every movement of 
yours; that I am acquainted with your 
errand through the entries in your diary, 
which I read line by line as you wrote. 
You shall not see her. I have sent her 
far away.” 

I rushed upon him in a frenzy. His 
revolver clicked, but missed fire. I bore 
him backward over a divan, my hands 
at his throat. His eyes grew big as I 
strangled him. And into my left eye 
came a vision of my own face, as Vroom 
saw it, distorted by the lust of murder. 
He died with that picture fixed in his 
own eye, and upon the retina of the eye 
that once was his, and is now mine, that 
fearful picture of my face was fixed, to 
remain until my death. 

I wear a black patch over my left eye. 
I dare not look upon the horror that it 
hides. 


The Winner’s Loss 


By Elliott Flower 


“DET you fifty!” 
“ Aw, make it 
“Two hundred!” 
“You’re on. Let Jack hold the stakes.” 
“ Suits me.” 
Four hundred dollars was placed in 
the hands of Jack Strong by the dispu- 
tatious sports, and he carefully put it 


worth while.” 


away with the lone five-dollar bill of 
which he was possessed. 

Jack, although sportily inclined, lacked 
the cash to be a sport himself, but he was 
known to the two who thus disagreed, 
and they trusted him. He might be 
poor, but he was honest. 

Nor was this confidence misplaced— 
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at least so far as his honesty was con- 
cerned, although there might be question 
as to his judgment and discretion. 
For instance, carrying that 
money, it was a foolish thing to let an 
affable stranger scrape a bar-room ac- 
quaintance with him when he stopped in 
at Pete’s on his way to his little mort- 
gaged home. He realized that later. He 
was not drunk—positively, he was not 
drunk, for he recalled everything dis- 
tinctly, but he did fraternize briefly with 
the jovial stranger. And in seeking his 
lone five-dollar bill, that he might re- 
turn the joyous stranger’s hospitality, he 
did display the four-hundred-dollar roll. 
It was all very clear to him the next 
morning, when he found nothing in his 
pockets but the change from the five- 
dollar bill. 


much 


Naturally, he hastened to Pete’s to 
learn what he could of the amiable 
stranger, which was nothing. Then he 


sought his sporty friends, and made full 
confession. They regarded him with 
coldly suspicious eyes, deeming it strange 
that one so wise should happen to be 
robbed when he was carrying their 
money. He promised restitution, but 
they were not appeased, for well they 
knew that it would take him about four 
years to repay four hundred dollars. 

He went to the police, and the police 
promised todo what they'could to identify, 
locate and apprehend the sociable stranger, 
but there was still much in the attitude 
of the sporty pair to make him uneasy. 

He remained at home that evening, 
having neither heart nor money for live- 
lier places, and about eight o’clock he had 
his reward. The police telephoned him 
that they had the genial stranger in custody. 

“Hold him!” he cried jubilantly. 
“T'll be right down.” 

He was rushing for his hat when his 
wife, who had been strangely silent and 
thoughtful, stopped him. 

“John,” she said, “I'd like a word 
with you before you go out. Why have 
you deceived me?” 

“ Deceived you!” he exclaimed. 

“Yes, deceived me,” she repeated se- 
verely. “I’ve suspected this duplicity 
for some time, and now I have proof. 
When I asked you for ten dollars yester- 
day you said you didn’t have it, but last 
night I found four hundred dollars in 
your pocket.” 

“ Howling Petey!” he cried. “ Great 
jumping grasshoppers! I’ve had a man 
arrested for that, and two others are just 
about ready to beat me up! Where is it, 
Mary—quick! ” 

“T applied it on the mortgage,” 
answered calmly. 


she 


Lire 


The Idyl 


By Joseph F, Whelan 


Let us have a day of idyl, you and I, 
Upon some mountain-top, with no one by 
Save birds and flow’rs and waving trees 
that sigh, 
And crooning winds whose lyrics never 
die. 
HE Poet handed it to the Girl, with 
rather a quizzical smile. They did 
not know each other. He had seen her 
walking along one of the park paths, 
and the loneliness of her face stabbed 
him. She read the verse, then gazed 
at him a few seconds, half amused, half 


annoyed, then whoily joyous. He read 
compliance in her eyes. 
“Rather rude, isn’t it?” he asked. 


“But the desperation of loneliness is 
heavy on my soul.” 

They sauntered to the gates and 
boarded a street car, which whirled them, 
with twenty other people, equally though 
unconsciously lonely, toward the moun- 
tain. She did not speak until they were 
zigzagging along a bridle path up the 
mountainside. Then she unfolded the 
verse and said musingly: 

“A day of idyl! A year ago I thought 
that every day would be an idyl.” And 
the sweet mouth soured in the churn 
of memory. 


“My dear lady,” he said, “ memories 
have no place in a day of idyl. Oh, let 
me teach you how to live, live, live,— 


if only for an hour! Let’s sing the song 
of nature which is happiness—dance the 
dance of winds which is joy-—think the 
thought of butterflies which is enothing! 
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Oh, there is happiness everywhere, 
everywhere—even for you and me!” 

They reached a little hillock where a 
clump of bushes cast a tempting shadow. 

“Let’s sit down a while,” she said, 
pouring water on a rocket. 

For a few minutes they sat in silence. 
The idyl had not yet begun. From 
behind them came voices, and a woman’s 
laugh startled the air and the Poet. 
Nearer came the voices, and the Girl 
gripped the grasses at her sides. The 
couple swung jauntily past without no- 
ticing them and settled down in the long 
grass at the foot of the hillock. 

The Poet and the Girl were statues. 
Their faces were averted. From the 
long grass came the noise of kisses. 

The sun slipped away. The air was 
hot and heavy and all around was the 
silence of premonition. A bird piped 
fretfully, and a peevish breeze shook the 
leaves. The amorous couple in the long 
grass rose. 

“Say,” said the man, looking at his 
watch, “if we’re goin’ to see that show 
we've got to hustle.” 

And they hurried away. 

The Girl rose, walked a few yards, 
then stood gazing on the far horizon of 
departed time. Then she returned. 


“That was my husband,” she said. 

The Poet sprang to his feet as though 
released by a spring. 
as the sky. 

“God help us both!” he cried. 
woman was my wife!” 


His face was gray 


“ The 








“PACK ’EM HARD, FELLERS—PUT STONES IN ’EM—THEY’VE GOT THE PREACHER’S 
SON, AN’ HE’S PRAYIN’ FER VICT’RY ” 
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She: IF YOU WON’T ALLOW ME A DIVORCE FROM MY 








BRUTAL HUSBAND, YOU OUGHT 


Candidates 


HE Sun reports that Mr. Root 
would accept the Republican 
nomination for President, and 
that Colonel Roosevelt would sup- 
port him. 

Very likely. 

It would be advantageous in 
many ways to have the Repub- 
licans nominate Mr. Root. He is 
their best man, except, perhaps, 
Justice Hughes, who is much less 
accessible. Mr. Root would put 
the campaign on a high level. The 
issues between him and Mr. Wil- 
son would come out clearly, and 
the voters could choose between 
two candidates of high character 
and responsibility. The prospect 
of having to meet a reunited Re- 
publican party would stimulate the 
present administration to great 
exertions in the next ten months, 
for the election would be liable to 
turn on the condition of the world 
on election day next year. 

But with two such men nomi- 





Methusaleh: LL ADMIT MY DROMEDARY WAS 
EXCEEDING THE SPEED LIMIT, BUT I APPEAL 


“ 


FROM THE SENTENCE OF “NINE DOLLARS AND 
NINETY-NINE YEARS IN JAIL” AS BEING CRUEL 
AND EXCESSIVE PUNISHMENT—THAT IS, “ THE 


NINE DOLLARS ” 








TO SHARE MY TRIALS WITH HIM 


nated as Mr. Wilson and Mr. 
Root, what would become of the 
wild asses? There are a lot of 
them. What if they should bolt 
both these candidates and go off 
after someone like Bryan? 

It is too soon yet to nominate 
candidates for President. That 
cannot be done till next June. 
What may happen in the interven- 
ing six months nobody knows, but 
things may happen, and are not 
unlikely to, which will force an 
entire new alignment of voters. 
We are al. living now on the edge 
of a crater, and a great many 
thoughtful partisans have their 
suit-cases packed, ready to beat it 
in the direction of the greatest 
safety. As the big volcano boils 
and rumbles, all the lesser political 
considerations tend to disappear. 





HAT with trenches and graves, 

Europe is running this war 
into the ground. Somebody ought 
to tell her sa. 
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Sectarianism is Waning 


ISCUSSING Jews, Bro. Norman 

Hapgood says in his Harper's 
Weekly that “mere creed difficulties, 
such as exist between Catholic and 
Protestant,” may be neglected, since 
they “are on the rapid road to dis- 
appearance anyway.” 

Contemporaries who think there is 
just now more than the usual Catholic- 
Protestant dissension in this country, 
and more coming, should welcome this 
contrary opinion from Bro. Hapgood. 
They need such reassurances. They 
quake a little every time the Catholic 
brethren have a field day, and fill the 
daily papers with pictures of prelates in 
robes and tall pointed hats, and proces- 
sions of ecclesiasts in garb which 
savors to too many Protestant observ- 


‘LiF &- 


THE MEANEST MAN IN THE WORLD 


ers of Torquemada and the revoked 
Edict of Nantes. 

But that is nothing. Our great safe- 
guard against any serious ruction be- 
tween Catholics and Protestants is our 
great body of neutrals (including 
plenty of Catholics and probably a ma- 
jority of the Protestants) who could 
not be enlisted for a scrap, but would 
serve cheerfully to keep the peace. 

Bro. Jacks, editor of the Hibbert 
Journal, says that theological contro- 
versy, which is the chief line that he 
carries in ordinary times, has been 
knocked flat by the war. Germany, he 
says, was the great manufacturing 
centre, for it, and the German theo- 
logical mills have been shut down tight 
now for sixteen months. As for minor 
disputes like the Kikuyu trouble which 
people wrote reams about two years 
ago, Dr. Jacks says nobody bothers 
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about such things now. There are too 
many realities to think of. 

Sectarian difficulties, like white-slave 
flurries or the tango, are recreations 
of peace. Troubles, apparently, are so 
necessary to healthy life that when 
people don’t have them left at the door 
they have to invent them. A great 
discipline like war blows them away. 


Permanent 
ARKE: You know, I wish I had 


some real occupation that I knew 
was going to take up a large part of 
my time for the rest of my life. 





LANE: Why don’t you start a law- 
suit in New York? 

22073 

URRENT Zoological Novelties: 


War-geese, peace-propaganders 
and migratory fords. 
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“ WELL, I THOUGHT I MIGHT AS WELL BREAK THE EIGHTH COMMANDMENT AND HAVE THE 


“ BOBBY, DO YOU KNOW YOU’VE DELIBERATELY BROKEN THE EIGHTH COMMAND 
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HE Sixty-fourth  Con- 
gress has opened for 
business. Its new members 
were elected thirteen months 
ago, and have been enjoying 
(the consolations 

& of a salary 

for about ten 

months while preparing themselves for 
the cares of legislation. We all hope 
they are prepared, for the cares are 
going to be heavy. On the day this 
Congress finishes its work a new Presi- 
dent will be inaugurated, and who that 
President will be will depend very 
much on what this Congress does. 
When one thinks of what is going to 
be put up to this Congress, one could 
sympathize with it in declining back 
into its hole like the groundhog that 
sees its shadow in the too early spring. 

But it is out now to stay. It is ex- 
pected to spend more of our money 
than any Congress has ever spent in 
time of peace. Besides all usual duties, 
it must contemplate Mexico, discover 
what has happened in the Philippines, 
do something about the army and navy, 
and bestow attention more or less criti- 
cal on our foreign policies, to support 
them if approved, and if not approved, 
to influence the adoption of different 
ones. 

These special employments all hang 
together. The proper size of our army 
and navy depends upon our Mexican, 
Philippine and other foreign policies. 
If as a nation we are not going into 
society, we shall not require very much 
of a military establishment. Strong 
front and back doors to keep folks out 
can be supplied in the main by an ade- 
quate navy (whatever that is), but if 
we are to continue to associate as an 








equal with the other nations and have 
our views and feelings respected, and 
have a vote proportionate to our size 
on world-community matters that con- 
cern us, we shall have, it seems, to sup- 
plement an adequate navy with a con- 
siderably greater provision of trained 
soldiers and their equipment than we 
have ever carried in stock before. 
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NLY a few of the more determined 
pacifists dislike the notion of a 
huge expenditure of human effort and 
money for military provision so much 
as Lire does. It has no pleasure in 
soldiering, no satisfaction in compul- 
sions, no gratification in huge expen- 
ditures of the public money in unpro- 
ductive investment. It greatly prefers 
that this world shall be a place of 
serene days and happy natures, where 


—love is an unerring light 
And joy its own security. 


But this is not yet that kind of a 
world. It is a world in which strong 
men go armed and raise hob, regard- 
less of love, joy and other like con- 
siderations; a world in which justice 
needs a strong arm; in which sheriffs 
and policemen execute the judgments 
of courts, and armies do the will of 
parliaments and kings. Perhaps it is 
going to be different; Mr. Bryan and 
Mr. Ford seem to think it is, and Mr. 
Villard plans to change it. But until 
it is different we should try to be 
qualified always to live in it satisfac- 





torily as it is, with due provision that 
our voice shall carry in proportion to 
our heft and stature, and that those to 
vhom we owe protection and support 
hall not find us wanting at a pinch. 

A very important objection to mili- 
tary preparation is the religious objec- 
tion. Excellent people—none better— 
feel that war is unchristian, and that 
preparation for it must be wrong. That 
idea has great strength in this country. 
Convince our people that military 
preparation is a duty, and they will put 
it through, for they can always be mus- 
tered for the discharge of a duty that 
they understand. But about matters 
the right or wrong of which is not 
clear they will be half-hearted. Most 
of Mr. Bryan’s opposition to armament 
has a religious basis. He does not 
think it right, and his feeling about it 
still carries weight with many people. 

The late John Bigelow was quite as 
religious a man as Mr. Bryan, and 
much older and better informed and 
practiced in life. A small book of his, 
called “ Peace Given as the. World Giv- 
eth,” contains a remonstrance that he 
addressed to Mr. Roosevelt against con- 
triving a premature finish for the Russo- 
Japanese war, and a letter to Mr. Root, 
then Secretary of State, in which he 
hopes that he “ will not forget how fre- 
quently history bears witness that the 
Christ sendeth not peace, but the sword, 
to the nations.” 

Mr. Bigelow had great understand- 
ing and full experience. Neither Mr. 
Bryan, Mr. Ford, nor the gentleman 
who has finally succeeded him in charge 
of the Evening Post is at all in Mr. 
Bigelow’s class as an authority on what 
is Christian. 





HERE is at present hereabouts a 
deep sertiment of good people 
that the United States is not doing its 
duty in the world. The bases of com- 
plaint are various and not so clear as 
they might be. Some persons hold that 
we let international law sink down in 
the mire when we made no formal 
complaint about Belgium. Others acquit 
us of neglect of duty in the case of 
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“T AM BLEASED TO INFORM YOUR MAJESTY DOT WE HAVE CHUST SHOT A 


FEW YOUNG VIMMEN.” 


““DONNERWETTER! FOOLISHNEsS!! 


Belgium, but deplore the petering out 
of our Government’s bold demands 
anent the Lusitania. Others feel that 
we are letting German malefactors 
walk over us in sinking ships and de- 
stroying munition plants; others that 
we have been monstrously remiss in 
defending Americans and foreigners 
in Mexico; others that we have let the 
Philippines go to the dogs and sent 
there an unworthy governor who has 
undone the work of devoted men. 
Some complainers blame all these al- 
leged failings on Mr. Wilson. Others, 
with a somewhat better sense of jus- 
tice, blame them on democratic in- 
capacity. These mourners contradict 
one another and disagree in their 
charges, but they feel sincerely bad, 
because they think the country is los- 
ing honor. The cumulative weight of 
the despondency of all these persons is 
ge.:ng to be a pretty heavy load on 
the administration. It is worth while 


to cheer them up, if it can be done. 
The President’s message will doubt- 

less be some help to their spirits. It 

calls for a marked increase in military 





DISS ISS NO TIME FOR BLEASURE.” 


preparation and gives the reasons why 
it is desirable. It speaks with proper 
disparagement of the disposition 
towards a divided allegiance shown by 
some of our citizens. It denounces the 
activity of certain agencies in destruc- 
tive machinations against lawful indus- 
tries of the country. It rebukes those 
persons whose sympathy with one side 
or the other of the nations at war has 
led them to abuse their own govern- 
ment and defame the honor of their 
own country. Citizens who have felt 
that the ground was somehow slipping 
out from under their feet have now 
something that they can stand on. They 
all want more soldiers, sailors, ships 
and arms. Their President has now 
asked for them, and it is up to Con- 
gress to provide them. 

It should cheer them further to 
notice that several foreign agents have 
been tried and convicted of violation 
of our shipping laws, and that the re- 
call of two members of the German 
Embassy has been requested because of 
improper activities in their country’s 
behalf. They are likely to be further 
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gratified in a very short time by the 
resumption of pressure to get proper 
redress for the sinking of the Lusitania, 
and by increasing liveliness in pursuit 
of incendiaries and exploders. 

It is very trying to have to be idle 
when one has got worked up to the 
point of action. That has been the 
matter with our despondent friends. 
Opportunities of patriotic effort have 
not been offered in quantities to suit 
their zeal. It has not been anybody’s 
fault, but they have felt that somebody 
was to blame, and have hit, as a rule, 
at the tallest head in sight. 

Cheer up, despondent brethren. The 
long summer of your discontent (seven 
months of it) has probably ended, and 
a season of activity looks to be at hand. 
Anything may happen at any moment 
now, and if crises still lag, it is open 
to any fermenting patriot to go over 
to Washington and punch up Congress. 


sl oe, 


HENRY FORD really did get aS 
and has not been turned back yet 
at this writing. 

It is a happiness to think of that won- 
derful yachting party bounding over 
the deep at the costs of the adventur- 
ous Detroit Fortunatus! 

Andrew Carnegie never thought of 
anything so sporty as that. 

What one hates to think is that such 
a party must arrive and break up! 
Why should it arrive? Why disband? 
The Flying Dutchman never arrived: 
its company never disbanded. There 
is a precedent for Henry. Let him buy 
the Oscar II and keep sailing that cargo 
of pacifiers around, putting individuals 
ashore only in response to calls by wire- 
less. Thus when the Allies capture Ber- 
lin, if they want Ben Lindsay to be 
Governor, put Ben ashore, but not till 
then. Sam McClure always needs a 
rest. He repose. 
This is his chance to get it! 

O Navis! as Horace would say—O 
ship that carries Henry and all those 
living curiosities; do not occupy any 
port; keep sailing of them around and 
have the newspapermen keep accurate 
logs of what happens. Meanwhile, 
perhaps the nations will stop fighting 
to laugh. 


is years behind in 
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A DRINKER’S DREAM 
CROSSING THE DESERT 


The Horror 


(Equal Parts of Henry James and Robert Chambers.) 

H® steadied himself for a moment, looking upward with 

that dogged persistency which had served him so 
well all these years; then, resolutely in the mist of a half 
consciousness, he mounted the steps. Seemingly not know- 
ing the stern fate that held him captive, he took out his 
key-ring. It seemed almost like a mockery, but after one 
or two trials the massive door swung open and he entered. 
The light was dim. 

He stared about him, but even then, with utter fatuity 
of his extraordinary escapade, he did not sense his mistake ; 
he did not know that he had used the wrong key. . . . 

He groyed along the upper hall, a wild premonition of 
coming c.saster haunting him. But that dumb persistency, 
that luckless urging, kept him going. Suddenly he opened 
a door. There was a slight scream, then louder. He 
stood face to face with—— 

Her! 

Then quieter she looked at him in utter scorn. 

“My husband!” she said. 

“My wife!” he muttered. 

“Forgive me! I did not know this was my own home. 
got the wrong key.” 

He started out, abashed, but she called him. 

“Better leave that key with me. Then you will not be 
likely to make the same mistake again!” 


—_— 





HERE are those musical children of yesterday whose 
musical education was complete when they had learned 
to play “The Maiden’s Prayer” and “ Monastery Bells”? 
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The Usual Form 


EAR MR. HOHENZOLLERN: 

People in your employ are destroying factories over 
here, and blowing up ships and railway trains carrying my 
munitions of war. 

My sincere apologies for disturbing you, but kindly tell 
me what you would like to have me do—if anything. 
Affectionately, your 
UncLeE SAMUEL. 


Doing Something 


a moving. This is the first lesson in the gospel 
of business, and the gospel of business has long since 

conquered all other gospels. Do something. Do it now. 
Never put off till to-morrow what you can do to-day. Get 
on the job and stay there. Don’t watch the clock. Keep 
everlastingly at it. These are but a few of the many 
similar phrases to be found in the business vernacular. 

Which means, of course, that you must be doing some- 
thing, and it doesn’t matter what, if you want to share in 
the drippings of respectability. Or you must let on that 
you are doing something or that you are about to do 
something. Do not loaf. Do not take time to think and 
certainly none to dream. If you must take a vacation, 
use it for the nerve-racking job of trailing influential 
people and climbing into their good graces. Pure leisure 
was made only for gods and poets, but there is no place 
for gods and poets in days like these. 

Eternal vigilance is the price of a good rating in Brad- 
street’s. 
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MATRIMONIAL MUSEUM FOR BACHELORS 
EXHIBIT ONE 
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“ALL’S FAIR——’ 


The Baby Died 


HERE has been a report in the papers that a doctor in 
Chicago refused to operate to save the life of a new- 
born child, born deformed and imbecile. 

Why a doctor should operate to save the life of a new- 
born imbecile, deformed child, Heaven only knows. 
Nevertheless there has been, with the assistance of all the 
newspapers, a vast discussion of this case. 

Perhaps the discussion will be profitable. More likely 
not. Law cannot regulate such cases. They are matters 
of judgment. 


Motto 
ILLIONS for tribute, but not one cent for de- 
fense! 











SHE MIXED THE CARDS 
“ HEARTFELT SYMPATHY ” 
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An Alliance with England 


HE New Republic discusses an alliance with England. 
There would be good points about it; yes, a great 
many. 

It should appeal to many persons of diverse and an- 
tagonistic views. To Bryan, Villard and Kitchin, because 
it would obviate excess in armament; to the Irish in 
America, because it would intensify the American influence 
for home rule; to friends of Germany, because it would 
lessen the fear of Germans and help to get them more 
room in the sun; to the Jews, because it would increase 
American influence in Russia; to everybody, because it is 
so sensible. 

American junkers may object to it, but it is likely to 
come in some form after the war. The English, nowa- 
days, and the Americans want pretty 
much the same things in this world, 
chiefly -democracy and _ security. 
Neither of them is affected any more 
by land hunger. They want to de- 
fend what they have got, and their 
holdings do not clash. They will never 
build fleets against one another. They 
cannot afford to quarrel; there is noth- 
ing about which they should ever need 
to quarrel seriously, and’ they have a 
common prejudice against the domi- 
nation of mankind by the royal house 
of Prussia. 

England after the war will be so 
chastened and disciplined that the 
British may be too good to affiliate 
and ally with an unrenovated people 
like us. But that obstacle might be 
gotten over in the general interest of 
mankind. 

E. S. M. 


Cusster b. Gaga > “5 
“IS your cook impertinent?” 

“Well, rather. She couldn’t be 

any worse if she was one of my own 


“ CONGRATULATIONS ” daughters.” 








Going to See His Grandmother 





Seeing Her 
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AVID GRAYSON—he’s the man 
whose “ Adventures in Friendship ”’ 
and “ Adventures in Contentment” have 
brought to so many city-ridden readers 
a restful realization of kindly and leis- 
ured living—has written a novel in 
which the spirit of his less formal work 
presides, unaltered, over the chronicling 
of a homely,  happy-hearted tale. 
“ Hempfield” the book is called (Double- 
day,. Page, $1.35), from the small 
town near which the author and his sis- 
ter are supposed to live and in which 
the Hempfield Star is published. And 
the checkered fortunes of this rural 
weekly, the linked lives of those respon- 
sible for it and dependent on it, and 
the author's own involvement in their 
affairs are set forth with the sort of 
tender keenness that laughingly invites 
us to love the foibles of its friends. 


LEVEN short stories by E. G&. Som- 
erville and Martin Ross appear in 
a volume called “In Mr. Knox’s Coun- 
try’ (Longmans’ $1.35), and offer ex- 
tremely entertaining reading. They are, 
to begin with, of a pleasingly unstereo- 
typed construction—appearing to be 
written with unthinking informality, yet 
always surprising us by the sureness 
of their final effect. And they are de- 
lightfully revelatory of the Irishness of 
Ireland while appearing to be quite un 
conscious of such content. And both of 
these facts make for enjoyment. The 
first keeps us both expectant of sur 
prise and certain of satisfaction. And 
the second flatters us with a sense of 
personally discovering what is, as a mat- 
ter of fact, being skillfully and tactfully 
forced on our attention. 





|" one imagines one of these Somer- 
ville-Ross stories — so outwardly 
bluff and hearty, yet so dependent for 
their effect upon a delicate playing-ofl 
against each other of English and Irish 
idioms and of English and Celtic psy- 
chology—if one imagines one of these 
stories done into kitchen-garden Rus- 
sian by some honest professional poly- 
glot of a German professor, one can 
then understand why so much of the 
Russian literature now appearing in Eng- 
lish, leaves us puzzled as to why it has 
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a reputation. Ivan Goncharov’s novel, 
“Oblomov” (Macmillan), is one of 
these. This is a character study with a 
time-tested record of foreign apprecia- 
tion; a full-length word-portrait of a 
will-less hero that comes to us with un- 
exceptional endorsements. But it has 
evidently suffered a sea-change. In 
Russian it may be a wonder. In English 
it is a wonder-why. 


ET us hope that no one will trans- 
late Stephen Leacock’s ‘“ Moon- 
beams From the Larger Lunacy” (Lane, 
$1.25) into Hindustani and quote LiFr’s 
appreciation of Mr. Leacock’s humor to 
the Bengali Babus. They couldn’t, at 
that distance, be certain as to who was 
the larger lunatic. But close by, Mr. 
Leacock is great fun. In the latitude of 
New York, for instance, his ‘‘ Afternoon 
Adventures at My Club” have that 
touch of “ universality ” that is so much 
extolled. And he has a way of not 
meaning what he says that is most 
amusingly convincing. 


MAN who had been on a walking 
tour in Italy once told me that by 
the time he reached Rome he could 
taste garlic in Michael Angelo’s Moses. 
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And by the time one has read half way 
through George Jean Nathan’s collec- 
tion of cynic, although sometimes keen- 
ly critical, notes, skits, satires and es- 
saylets on things theatrical, “ Another 
Book On the Theatre’ (Huebsch, $1.50), 
one has become similarly saturated with 
the flavor of facetiousness. The truth 
is that these exotic ironies are not suit 
able for wholesale consumption. They 
appeared singly, at intervals. And from 
their present container they should be 
withdrawn in clusters, like bottled cock- 
tails, not all at once, like canned con- 
somme. 


J. B. Kerfoot. 


Impatient of Interruption 


LOT of people hate the war be- 
cause it has upset their routine 
and the running of their apparatus. 

Some of them think the best way is 
to ignore it, and go right on as if there 
were no war. 

These are the kind of people who, 
when they hear the last trump, will 
say: “Oh, bother this day of judg- 
ment. It will be bad for business, and 
besides, it will make me late to dinner.” 
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"NO, MR. BUNNY, I DON’T THINK IT PROPER TO SIT ANY CLOSER, YOU FORGET 
THIS PICTURE IS INTENDED FOR PUBLICATION ” 
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Sergeant: TRIED TO CHOKE YE, DID HE? 





















































WELL, WE’LL GET RIGHT ON HIS TRAIL, AND, IN THE 


MEANTIME, DON’T WASH OFF THEM FINGER-PRINTS 


Hopeful Prospect 


E read that the Germans are now 

making imitations of food that 
answer all the purposes of the real 
thing. That is very interesting. They 
may come, in the course of the war, 
to make imitation Germans, just as 
good and not subject to delusions of 
grandeur. 


Involved Us in Expense 


M&S HENRY FORD provided 
$10,000 to pay for peace tele- 
grams to the president, but the waste- 
baskets to receive them had to be sup- 
plied by the United States government. 
Thus do burdens increase on our al- 
ready overtaxed country. 





— ’ 
My boy, beware the baby-stare, 
Because, if it’s a bluff, 
She knows too much,—and if it’s not, 
She doesn’t know enough! 


Progressive 


The Life of Robert Louis Steven- 
son for Boys and Girls, by Jacqueline 
M. Overton. New York: Charles 
Scribner’s Sons. $1.00. 

—From an advertisement. 


Ww not have one for maiden 

aunts, for neglected grandpar- 
ents, for indigent cousins, one for 
music teachers, chauffeurs, head wait- 
ers, manicurists and, say, assistant li- 
brarians? 

Perhaps this biography of Steven- 
son may usher in an entirely new 
epoch in literature. Conceive, for ex- 
ample, the story of Jack the Giant 
Killer done over for grown-ups, with 
maps, explanatory texts and preface 
by some distinguished anthropologist. 
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For Pirate-Lovers and Others 


LL the boys, including the old boys and 
the young boys and the old-young boys and 
the young-old boys and some of the girls, who 
need not necessarily be tom-boys or suffragettes, 
have a new treat in store for them. Of course, 
if they have had the proper bringing-up, they 
have already had the joy of reading the book 
Robert Louis Stevenson wrote and called 
“ Treasure Island.” Had Stevenson never writ- 
ten another line, he would still have been entitled 
to immortal gratitude for this one work. 

Now comes Mr. Charles Hopkins and puts Jim 
Hawkins, the dear pirates, and all the other folks of 
“Treasure Island” into living, speaking, fighting, cuss- 
ing flesh and blood. Mr. Hopkins is advisedly given the major 
credit, for although other dramatists, actors and stage-directors 
might have been found for the hazardous undertaking of mak- 
ing “ Treasure Island” into a stage production, it is as man- 
ager and backer that Mr. Hopkins has made it possible. Any- 
one, even with much more promising material than this, knows 
what are the difficulties of securing even a hearing from a 
New York manager or theatrical capitalist when it is a ques- 
tion of taking a chance with anything that is handicapped with 
literary merit. And worse than this, the story has no love 
interest and, with a straight cast, no opportunity to employ 
artists of the gentler sex. 
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T was no easy task to make a stage version of this particular 
book. It might not have been difficult to throw together 
some kind of a contraption that would have followed the title 
and introduced the characters, but no such version would have 
satisfied the lovers of the book or held the public for an hour. 
In the production at the Punch and Judy everything has been 
done with loving loyalty. Mr. Jules Eckert Goodman, who 
wrote the play, has followed faithfully the plot and language 
of his original. Mr. Hopkins has stinted 
no expenditure in producing scenic effect. 
He and his associate producer, Mr. Ed- 
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SCRAMBLED DRAMAS 
“ THE UNCHASTENED WOMAN ” PUSHES “ THE GREAT LOVER ” INTO 
“THE HOUSE OF GLASS” 





ward Emery, have shown excellent judgment in choosing the 
cast, and have evidently worked long and hard in rehearsing it. 

The result is that rare accomplishment—a dramatization 
that is perfectly satisfying as a play and to the complete liking 
of those who know the story best. Even on the small stage 
and in the not enlivening surroundings of the Punch and Judy, 
it is impressive in a spectacular way, especially in the scene 
showing the fight on the drifting Hispaniola. 

In the cast the honors are to be measured only by the amount 
of work that each member has to do. Mrs. Hopkins is physi- 
cally a delightful realization of the boy, Jim Hawkins, and 
enters admirably into the spirit of the part. Mr. Emery gives 
to Silver exactly the gentlemanly unction to contrast with the 
roughness of the other pirates, and Mr. Tim Murphy makes 
a really remarkable character study of Bill Bones. 

You will enjoy “ Treasure Island,” even if you have never 
read the book. If you have read the book, you will actually 
live it when you see the play. 


sO}, f((e) ~@ & <a 
ak Ye KX ASS, 3 ; KE 


i HE Ware Case” is a crime play, 
also taken from a book, which 
was published in this country not 
long ago. The presumption 
is that the book is consider- 
ably better than the play, at 
least as the play is presented 
here, for in England both 
play and book have had a 
very considerable success. 

Two acts of “ The Ware Case” are taken up 
with scenes in an English criminal court. The fidelity of these 
to real life was evidently counted upon to interest the public. 






























LIFE AS IT IS FILMED 
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There is no dramatic value to warrant 
the importance attached to the acts. 

As to the value of the mystery of the 
play, whose solution is concealed from 
the audience until the last scene, it may 
be best described by the answer to Mark 
Twain’s famous conundrum, “The boy 
lied,” only in this case the dramatist 
practically lies to his audience in unfold- 
ing his plot. It is not supremely difficult 
for an author to fool his public if he mis- 
states or falsely pictures his happenings. 
The result here is that the spectator 
leaves the theatre feeling that his intelli- 
gence has been played with, and to not 
very entertaining purpose. 
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NYTHING discreditable connected 

with the theatre always gets wide 
notice, no matter how insignificant those 
concerned. It was left to a few of her 
near friends to give recognition in a 
simple but moving memorial service, at 
the Hudson Theatre last Sunday after- 
noon, to the stimulating career and high 
artistic conscientiousness of the late 
Sarah Cowell LeMoyne. 
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T present writing no farce-comedy 


writer has yet dramatized Henry 
Ford and his floating peace troupe. Per- 


haps it is because there are some things 
that even the farce writer can not make 
Metcalfe. 


“nix! 


more ridiculous. 


So 


Astor.—* Hit-the-Trail Holliday,” by Mr. George M. Cohan and 
others. The ways of the revivalist and prohibitionist, as suggested 
by the career of Billy Sunday, made the subject of a laughable satire. 

Bandbox.—The Washington Square Players in four playlets drawn 
from four different countries and played in interesting iadhion. 

Belesco.—‘ The Boomerang,” by Messrs. Winchell Smith and Vic- 
tor Mapes. The doctor and some of the queer things in the practice 
of medicine made laughable in very well played and diverting comedy. 

Booth.—Mr. E. H. Sothern as Lord Dundreary in “ Our American 
Cousin.” The old play and the old character still able to interest 
and rouse the laughter of the new generation. a 

Candler.—“‘ The House of Glass,”? by Max Marcin. Well-acted and 
interesting crime drama, based on the police memory for old offend- 
ers years after they have quit the criminal world. 

Casino.—‘‘ The Blue Paradise.” Bright little Viennese comic 
operetta with clever book and tuneful music. 

Century.—Closed. 

Comedy.—‘‘ Hobson’s Choice,” by Mr. Harold Brighouse. Highly 
laughable, quaint and charmingly played comedy of life in small 
trade circles in a Lancashire town. 

Cort.—“ The Princess Pat,” by Messrs. Victor Herbert and Henry 
Blossom. Pleasantly musical and diverting American comic operetta. 

Eltinge-—“‘ Fair and Warmer,” by Mr. Avery Hopwood. Well- 
pleget and extremely 3? up-to-date American farce. 

mpire.—Last week of Mr. John Drew in “ The Chief,” by Mr. H. 
A. Vachell. Extremely light but pleasantly acted polite comedy of 
English life. 

orty-fourth Street.—“ Romeo and Juliet,” with Khyva St. Albans 
as the heroine. Delightful staging of a not impressive interpretation. 

Forty-eighth Street.—Julia Arthur in “The Eternal Magdalene,” 
by Mr. Robert McLaughlin. The question of the erring woman in- 
terestingly discussed in a modern symbolic dream-play well acted 
by_a good company. 

Fulton.—French government war pictures. 





Very interesting record 
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IF IT’S WORTH A QUARTER TO GET RID 0’ ME, IT'LL BE WORTH A DOLLAR TO 


SEE WHAT YOU’RE GOING TO DO” 


of life and events at the actual froni, with some episodes that touch 
the emotions. 

Globe.—“ Chin-Chin.” Funny and elaborately staged musical ex- 
travaganza with Messrs. Montgomery and Stone the leading comedians. 

Harris.—‘‘ Rolling Stones.” Business comedy, telling in an amus- 
ing way the life-story of two lads who turned failure into success. 

Hippodrome.—“ Hip-Hip-Hooray.” Spectacle, ballet, vaudeville 
and picturesque ice carnival, brilliant and on an imposing scale. 

Hudson.—“ Under Fire.” War drama with interesting plot and 
well-staged scenic effects. 

Knickerbocker.—New collection weekly of specially written moving- 
picture plays, with well-known dramatic stars. 

Liberty.—“ The Birth of a Nation.” Showing graphically and im- 
pressively in moving pictures American history in the making. Deals 
with the stirring events at the close of the Civil War. 

Longacre.—‘‘ The Great Lover,” by Mr. and Mrs. Hatton and Leo 
Ditrichstein. The last named and a good company presenting well a 
clever play of operatic life back of the curtain. 

Lyceum.—“ Our Mrs. McChesney.’’ Ethel Barrymore in an amus- 
ing stage version of the Ferber stories of the female drummer in the 
petticoat line. 

Lyric.—* Abe and Mawruss,” by Montague Glass and R. C. 
Megrue. Another instalment in the social and business careers of 
those famous Jewish* merchants, Potash and Perlmutter. More fun 
with the cloak-and-suit business. 

Maxine Elliott’s—‘“ The Ware Case,” by Mr. George Pleydell. 
See above. 

Playhouse.—Grace George in ‘‘ Major Barbara,” by Mr. George 
Bernard Shaw. Notice later. 

Princess.—Closed. 

Punch and Judy.—“ Treasure Island.” See above. 

Republic.—‘‘ Common Clay,” by Mr. Cleves Kinkead. Jane Cowl 
and Messrs. John Mason and Russ Whytal heading an excellent cast 
in a drama dealing in interesting fashion with the old theme of the 
double standard in the law of sex. 

Thirty-ninth Street.—‘‘ The Unchastened Woman,” by Mr. Louis 
Anspacher. A rather distorted picture of what are represented to 
be some phases of life in New York. Well acted. 

Winter Garden.—‘ The World of Pleasure.” Girl-and-music relief 
for the brain-fag of the t. b. m. 
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Interviews with Dead 
Celebrities 


HE sombre scenery of Central Pal- 
estine, with its grim and forbid- 
ding hills and the solemn severity of 
their bare outlines was never more im- 
pressive than upon that evening. 

It was just after dusk, and, in the 
distance, Jerusalem, the golden, was 
dimly shadowed in the short oriental 
afterglow. I do not know why I ex- 
pected to discover him there except 
that the spirits of the great I have 
been led to believe still prefer, even 
after centuries of time, to linger fondly 
in their haunts—ceaselessly living over 
and over their old battles and vic- 
tories. 

I confess to a sense of dread at 
meeting him, mingled with a certain 
strain of wholesome awe. The thought 
of true wisdom is often appalling. To 
stand face to face with the wisest man 
in all history; surely, was this not an 
embarrassing adventure! 

Judge of my astonishment, there- 
fore, when a short, stocky man, not 
unlike Dr. Lyman Abbott, but with a 
much more ingenuous cast of coun- 
tenance, suddenly appeared before me. 

“Well, well!” he exclaimed, “so 
you are an American, come all this 
way to interview me: Bless my soul, 
can it be possible that I am still remem- 
bered in your country?” 

His manner was so simple I was 
immediately disarmed. My fears van- 
ished as his Santa Claus eyes twinkled 


at me. Here was a human document. 
Solomon was the real thing. 

“By Jove, old fellow,” I cried, 
“why you are so simple! And you 


have a sense of humor. Do you know, 
I dreaded the thought of meeting you; 


ALONG THE AVENUE—CRETACEOUS PERIOD 


I had an idea that you were a real 
royal highbrow.” 

He gazed at me shrewdly. He drew 
himself together. Then I perceived 
that it was the great King who spoke. 

“You must know,” he said, quietly, 
“that I was a man among men first 
and that all the inequalities of men 
were known to me. My simplicity and 
my humor (if you grant me that) are 
only phases. Your questions?” 

“What are your impressions of 


America?” I asked, incontinently, for 
there was a subtle rebuke in his man- 
ner, and, to tell the truth, I was rattled. 

“America, young man, is an inci- 
dent. America will pass away. These 
young races, offshoots from the great 
human trunk, die out one by one. 
The eternal verities only persist.” 

“And what are the eternal veri- 
ties?” I asked. He smiled. His good 
humor had returned. 

“ An eternal verity,” he said, “is an 








Wife (appearing unexpectedly): WILLIAM, WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE? 


“ME? OH, I WAS LOOKING FOR THE MAIN ENTRANCE, 
IT WAS ONLY A MOVING-PICTURE SHOW.” 


I—ER—I THOUGHT 
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eternal verity. What more do you 
want to know about it? What more 
can an American reporter know about 
it?” 

“But, if it is a good thing,” I per- 
sisted, “why shouldn’t I know about 
it? We Americans, short-lived as you 
say we are, are looking for good 
We love to try experiments. 
We'll do anything once. We have 
feminism and eugenics and woman 
suffrage and efficiency and the fox- 
trot and ‘war babies’—why can’t we 
start a new fad with say a couple of 
eternal verities? ” 

“You can’t,” he said, shaking his 
head. “ You’re too smart. You know 
too much already. Eternal verities are 


things. 


A VISIT FROM OUR FORMER OFFICE BOY 


not for you. An eternal verity is 
something that cannot be standardized. 
You can’t buy it, or create it. You 
either have it or not. And now I must 
ask you to leave me.” 

“But, my dear King Solomon,” I 
urged, “the interview has only just 
begun.” 

“Sorry,” he said, “but it always 
gives me a headache to talk to an 
American. Good evening!” 


, 


7 E is a very nice chap, but I felt 
particularly sorry for him. He 
didn’t get on with his first wife.” 
“Does anybody?” 


Get In with Bryan, Chancellor ! 
 Piecnermepes DAY 


President “has become all at once 
an acrobat,” turning a somersault from 
pride-too-great-to-fight to preparedness. 
thinks 


says the 


The Chancellor preparedness 
talk is “idiocy.” 

Get right in with Bryan, Chancellor. 
My, but these new issues make some 


strange bed-fellows! 


Slightly Acquainted 


x RE you acquainted with that lady 
in the purple gown?” 
“ Er—well, I have merely a marrying 
acquaintance with her.” 
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Sancho: YOU'VE GOT HIM, HENRY! 
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‘“‘IF I SHOULD DIE BEFORE I WAKE” 


g a man be industrious and his work is of value, we 


call him a busy person; if not, we call him a busy- 
body. 
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“ RECEIVING THE FULL FORCE OF THE CHARGE” 


What Will Heaven Be Like> 


HAT is Heaven to be like after the war? 
Is it to be Parisian, as heretofore, or a more exact 
and orderly elysium like Berlin, with not a pin out of place? 

Is it to be good form to bring one’s heels together and 
salute on meeting an angel, or will it be a place of easy 
manners? 

These questions are more than usually important be- 
cause every day so many good people are going there. If 
the Kaiser gets word from his Partner that Berlin im- 
provements have been put into the celestial system, some 
different destination will have to be contrived for the 
heroic French. In that case only Germans will make any 
effort to get to Heaven. The rest will be asking which 
way to where the French are. 





“ATOW, Willie, let’s be frank with each other. What 
will you take an evening to let your sister alone while 
I’m with her?” 
“T can’t take anything. You see, sister has already made 
me an offer to hang around.” 
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E DOUBT if any tire can give 


heavy-car service as good or as long 
as these All-Weather Tread Goodyears. 

The fabric is the strongest made. The 
tread is tough and durable. 

Because they excel in these fundamen- 
tals, they excel in tire-life and _ tire- 
satisfaction. 

Made with cord or fabric. 


The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company 
AKRON, OHIO 




















Something New 


A man entered a famous restaurant and 
asked for coffee. After he had finished 
his repast he called the waiter and said: 

“Waiter, this coffee has its good points 
and its bad points. One of its good 
points is this—it has no chicory in it.” 

“Yes, sir,” replied the waiter, quite 
gratified. Visions of a handsome tip 
floated before his mind’s eye, and he 
rubbed his hands gleefully. 


“But,” resumed the customer, “ its 
bad point is this—it has no coffee in it.” ( 
—Tit-Bits. 2 


A Youthful Diplomat 


“Willie, said the doting aunt, holding 
her nephew close to her, “ tell me whom 
you like best—your mother, your father, 
or me.” 

Willie squirmed to get away. “I don’t 
want to tell,” he said. “It’s too near 
Christmas.’—Ladiecs’ Home Journal. 


Lire is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, Great Britain, 
Canada and British Possessions. $5.00 a year in advance. Additional postage to 
foreign countries in the Postal Union, $1.04 a year; to Canada, 52 cents. Single cur- 
rent copies, 10 cents. Back numbers, after three months from date of publication, 
25 cents. Issues prior to 1910 out of print. 

The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights in Great 
Britain apply to Lire, 114 Southampton Row, London, W. C. 
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UST as Nature must depend upon 
a combination of fine things to 
make a striking landscape, so does 
Cascade combine superior elements 
and natural treatment to produce 
its goodness. 
Original Bottling has 
Old Gold Label. 
GEO. A. DICKEL & CO., Distillers 
Nashville, Tenn. 
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A BELTED EARL 


Boston Again 


A New Yorker, who recently returned 
from a visit to Boston, vouches for the 
truth of the following: One afternoon 
he found the six-year-old son of his host 
settled in front of the drawing-room fire 
with a sheet of paper before him and a 
pencil clasped in his chubby fist. Steal- 
ing a look over the boy’s shoulder, he saw 
that the little fellow was making pictures. 

“ Well, Bobby,” he asked genially, “ are 
you drawing an engine?” 

Slowly the child looked up, and slowly 
he spoke: 

“ Tt would take a very strong boy to draw 
an engine; but I am making a picture 
of a locomotive.”—Youth’s Companion. 


“Do you think the next election is 
going your way?” 

“T don’t know anything about that,” 
replied Senator Sorghum. “ I’m busily re- 
vising my opinions and trying to go its 
way.” —Washington Star. 

“TIr's better to agree wif a man as 
much as yo kin,” said Uncle Eben. “ It 
makes him feel good-natured an’ you 
don’t have to listen to so much talk” 

—Washington Star. 


Lire is for sale by all newsdealers in Great Britain and may be obtained from book- 
sellers in all the principal cities in the world. The foreign trade supplied from 
Lire’s London Office, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, London, E. C. 

No contribution will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and addressed 
envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or nomreturn of unso- 
licited contributions. 

Prompt notification should be sent by subscribers of any change of address. 
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I JUST CAME NATURAL ” 
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“DOES I KNOW WHERE DE FO’TH NAT’NAL 
BANK IS? WHY, BOSS, I DON’T EVEN KNOW 
WHERE IS DE FIRST NAT’NAL BANK!” 





An Old Idea 


The question which is really per- 
plexing the minister of to-day is that 
of dividing up his time between his 
church and the larger calls of his 
denomination and the public at large. 

—Christian Work. 


HAT is because many of our min- 
isters, held by the traditions of 
the past, still insist upon spending time 
on their churches. But we live in an 
age of progress, and we mustn’t expect 
too much. Give them a little more 
time. Inspired by the exalted example 
of Dr. Hillis, who has discovered that 
manipulation of land values takes up 
about all of one man’s leisure, and of 
Dr. Parkhurst, whose elegant vocation 
of writing for the Hearst papers is a 
source of supreme satisfaction to so 
many thousands, it will doubtless not 
be long before any decent, self-respect- 
ing clergyman will consider it beneath 
his dignity to enter a church at all. 





“and then with just a 











"The UP-TO-YOU Cigarette Case 


: thoroughly practical. 
- Operated by one hand 
' the fore-finger of 
: which opens the box 


> OF pressure to crush or 


= Covered with leather, 
> throughout. Size 3x2 in., 








Classy, unique and 


and bringsthecontents 


“UP-TO-YOU” 


No metal springs, clamps, 


bruise the cigarettes. 


weight 146 ozs. A special 
one for full dress in dainty 
white Morocco for $1.25. 
In genuineblack Seal or im- 
ported Pigskin. Price $1. 
Allpostage paid. With your 
tials stamped plain or in 
gol id leaf, 25c additional. 


s 
Se Soe Se... Brattleboro, Vermont 








S’ PAINTINGS 


From the Palace of Fine Arts 
Panama-Pacific International Exposition 
Nudes, Landscapes, Sculpture, choice selection, each with 
title and name of of artist. reproduced in Sepia, on’ Ivory 
Tinted Board. Suc 5% inches by 3% inches, packed in 
50 & $1 Souvenir Box. Sent postpaid upon receipt of price 

or ExpositioncArt Company 


70 Fremont Street, San Francisco 
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few weeks more of 
Sanatogen”’ 


On the road to health at last! And 
yet how impatient you are to be up and 
doing. But it is now, when the system 
is trying to rebuild its store of energy, 
that you will be most grateful for the 
reconstructive help of Sanatogen. 


Sanatogen, you must know, is a natural food- 
tonic, combining purest albumen with organic 
phosphorus — thus conveying to the wasted sys- 
tem the vital elements to build up blood and 
tissues, and it is so remarkably easy of digestion 
that the most delicate— young and old—can 
take it with nothing but beneficial effects. It 
reawakens the appetite, assists digestion, and 
as a physician in ‘‘The Practitioner,” a leading 
medical journal, says, “It seems to possess a 
wonderful effect in increasing the nutritive value 
of other food material.” 


When we tell you that Sanatogen is used by 
the medical profession all over the world as an aid 
to convalescence and as 
an upbuilder ofstrength 
and vitality, that more 
than 21,000 physicians 
have written letters 
commending it, you will 
understand that our 
confidence in recom- 
mending it to you is 
firm and sincere. 

Won’t you give San- 
atogen the opportunity 
to help bring back you 
—or someone that is 
near and dear to you— 
to health and strength? 


Sanatogen is sold Ly good or 
everywhere in sizes from $1.00 up | 





Madame Olive Schreiner, 
the gifted writer, states: 
“Nothing that I have taken 
for years has given me 
such a sense of vigor as 
Sanatogen.”’ 
The Czar of Russia’s Pri- 
vate Physician, 
Dr. Ferchmin, writes: 
“My daughter, who was 
very nervous and anemic, 
has been greatly benefited 
by the prolonged use of 
Sanatogen. Her appetite 
improved, her weight in- 
creased and the colorofher 
skin became healthier.”’ 
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Grand Prize, fatee- 7 
national Congre 
Medicine, London, $8913 
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‘BY OVER 21, 
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for “ The Art of Living,” a charming little booklet byRichard Le Gallienne, the popular poet-author, touch- 
ing on Sanatogen’ s kindly help and giving other interesting aids in the quest for contentment and better mes alth. 
The book is free. | Tear this off as a reminder to write THe BAaver CHEMICAL Co., 24-E Irving Pl., N. \ 





The Great Issue 
Cy een < control of breakfasts having been proposed, the country was 


immediately split into two grand parties—the hearty-breakfast-eaters and the 

no-breakfast-eaters. A young girls’ party was then formed, consisting of spoiled 
daughters whose main business in life is never to be on time, and, next to this, always 
to come down to breakfast late. Again, there were the fruiters, and the non-fruiters, 
the hurryers and the non-hurryers, the latter, however, being so small in number as 
scarcely to count. Much to the surprise of everybody, however, the question was 
finally decided by the Independents, or those who eat what they please for breakfast, 
as, by actual count, it was found that, after all, they were largely in the majority. And 
this in spite of all the health magazines and faddists. 
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Money Talks! 

Times are a trifle hard in the Cotton 
Belt just now, and money is a little 
scarce. Evidently Uncle Ephraim thinks 
so, for he came up to his supply mer- 
chant the other day and said: 

“ Marse John, times is tighter than I 
is ever seed ’em before. Do you know, 
Marse John, I can’t get no money at all? 
No, sir, I can’t get nuthin’! I can’t even 
get hold of a nickel! Do you know, 
Marse John, hit actually looks like I'll 
have to go to preachin’ in order to make 
a livin’, I done it once and I ain’t too 
good to do it again!” 

—Saturday Evening Post. 








Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott’s Bitters is made 
more delightful and healthful.’ Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. | 


Questionable 
“Blinks says that when he was young | 
he was the architect of his own fortune.” 
“Didn't they have any building in- 
spectors in those days?” 
—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 





Two young naval officers were heard 
discussing their respective dearests and 
bests—for the time being. 

“T think Clare is a dear little craft,” 
said one. 

“*Dear and little, did you say?” | 
snorted the other. “She’s ‘dear’ all 
right, but I don’t know so much about 
the ‘little.’ She’s the biggest revenue- 
cutter I’ve ever seen.”—Tit-Bits. 


If Your Gas 
Tank Leaked 
Would You 
Plug The Hole? 











Then 
look to your Car- 

buretor—let us show you 
how to stop the leak — get 
increased mileage, power and 
more speed—better acceler- 
ation and flexibility with the 
New Stromberg Carburetor, 

Mail Coupon for proof. 








—RETOR | 
a | | | 
a oc es rem ate ct, 






Stromberg Motor Devices Co,, Dept. B-64, E. 25th St., Chicago. 
j Send facts about New Stromberg Carburetor. 


Name of my car Model_______Year. 





Name. 





sacle 


Address__ 
state 


City ‘ 
iiesoseecammsacinnsaiesaiesaiaiaip au auneaiaimeeatanammidimmaias 





Moderate mode of life and careful 
conduct of business lead on to fortune. 


Sturdy health and robust bank 


accounts keep step with moderation. 


We count the moderate man our 


best customer for a wonderfully mild 
and mellow Whiskey— Wilson—Real 


Wilson—That’s All! 


The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle 


FREE CLUB RECIPES—Free booklet of famous club recipes for 


mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 13 E. 31st St., N. Y. That's All! 








Force of Habit 


The drug clerk was leaning listlessly 
against the prescription counter, the very 
picture of indolence. - 

“Haven’t you any ambition at all, my 
boy?” kindly inquired a solicitous old 
gentleman. 

“No,” responded the clerk dreamily, 
“but I have something just as good.” 

—Ladies’ Home Journal. 


BACARDI Makes The Perfect 
Cocktail, Rickey or Highball. Try It! 


The Original Method 


Katherine and Margaret found them- 
selves seated next each other at a dinner- 
party and immediately became confiden- 
tial. 

“Molly told me that you told her that 
secret I told you not to tell her,” whis- 
pered Margaret. 

“Oh, isn’t she a mean thing!” gasped 
Katherine. “ Why, I told her not to tell 
you!” 

“Well,” returned Margaret, “I told 
her I wouldn't tell you she told me—so 
don’t tell her I did.”—Everybody’s, 


Cause of Unrest 
“What is the cause of social unrest?” 
“ The desire,” replied Mr. Dustin Stax, 
“of the workingman for leisure and of 
the leisurely man for something to keep 
him busy.”—Washington Star. 


Ferocity Explained 
31nL: I read as ‘ow that ’ere ‘Inden- 
burg ’as got an English wife. 
Atr: Ah, that accounts for ’is fightin’ 
like ’e does—London Saturday Night. 





CustoMeR: I've taken seventeen of 
these bottles now, and I'm feeling no bet- 
ter. 

“ Druc CLerK: But how would you feel 
if you hadn't taken them ?—Dallas News. 

















The Sparrow: HEY, THERE! YOU'VE 


GOT A NERVE DRINKING UP OUR BATHING 
POOL. 








Reduce repair bills 
Protect delicate 
mechanism 


from 
shocks 
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Fairy Godmothers 


In the early days of the “ Allies’ War” 
(August and September, 1914) the north- 
ern portion of France was brutally in- 
vaded by the Germans. 

They came in hordes and brutalized 
and murdered the innocent inhabitants. 

All valid men had answered the coun- 
try’s call and had left their wives, chil- 
dren and homes to fight the fight of “ life 
or death.” Men over age, delicate men 
and young boys fled before the invader 
to avoid becoming prisoners. Not a 
woman of Roubaix left her home. 
Fifty thousand women, in Roubaix alone, 
remained at their posts and hoped for 
the return of their husbands and sons, in 
a few days’ time. 

Fourteen months have now elapsed 
and the iron wall still encircles those 
northern territories and still fighting, 
through winter and summer, the gallant 
French soldier has had no news from 
home! 

Children have been born, mothers have 
died, misery and destruction has come 
into thousands of households, but those 
fighting have never had a word from 
home! 

“Mon Soldat, 1915,” has come to the 
rescue of these courageous and heart- 
broken men; it has, as far as possible, 
replaced the absent family. Each one of 
its members has “adopted” a soldier 
for the period of the war. It is not 
your soldier, or his soldier, it is “ my 
soldier,’ and no one else may have 
him until I return him well nursed and 
tended to his Own. 

Be he wounded, I will follow him to 
his hospital bed; in the trenches, I will 
encourage him and cheer him, send him 
all he needs, write to him often and let 
him feel even through the maze of 
barbed wire and the terrors of asphyx- 
iating gas, the friendly arm still out- 
stretched, holding him hand in hand. 

And if he is never to see his dear 
ones again, if his hand shall never clasp 
the hand of those he loves, his letters 
will remain. 

I have kept them in a drawer, and I 
will return them to his dear ones, when 
the veil is lifted and they come to call 
on me for all that is left of the one they 
loved. 





JUPITER ISLAND 


NEAR PALM BEACH 


At an attractive price, about 22 acres of land on Jupiter Island, 
Florida. Having a frontage of about 700 feet on the Atlantic 
Gene vend about the same frontage on Indian River. 
POR Re tot Pieret ieee os 
alm BDeac' e e line and an aut r 
SALE —_ Goons, this property. Well wooded with oak, 
= and bay trees. Accessible by bridge from 
mainland at Hobe Sound and by motor boat from Palm Beach 


z Addres: dsc B. RANDALL, 66 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY 


U4 LONE 
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COPPER SI STEN SES 


Sherbet Sets, Fruit and Nut 
Bowls, Tobacco . Ash 
or Pin Receivers, La ‘Trays, 
etc. Send for let and 
enclose 65c for small copper 
—— with your initial in brass 











Le Clewell Sts, L St, Canton, Ohio 




















am 
inter- 
ested to 
get Book- 
let and 
learn prices 
on Westing- 
house Electric 
Starting - Lighting 
and Starting-Light- 
ing-Ignition Systems 
for my Ford Car. Mail to 








_ 
ree 


en Westinghouse > 
Ford Systems 
Starting—Lighting—Ignition 


HE NEW WESTINGHOUSE 
has been thoroughly tested on 


uipment for Ford Cars is now ready; it 


ord Cars in all conditions, and over all 


sorts of roads, and has demonstrated its thorough reliability. 


The starting and lighting unit is mounted on adjustable brackets, and is driven 
by a Westinghouse compensating sprocket through a special silent chain, three 


tons strong. 


Everything necessary for the equipment comes with it—switches, armored wires, storage battery, 


pressed steel battery box, and all details. 


Deliveries can be made immediately. For further 


information fill in the coupon and mail to the nearest Station or Agency. 


Exhibited at New York and Chicago Automobile Shows 


Atlanta, Ga., Ozburn Automobile Supply Co. 
Baltimore, Md., The Richardson Garage 
Buffalo, N. Y., Motor Parts Co. 

Chicago, Ill., Motor Car Supply Co. 

Cleveland, O., The Auto Electric Equipment Co. 
Denver, Col., Shaffer Auto Supply Co. 
Houston, Texas, Tel-Electric Co. 

Kansas City, Mo., The Equipment Co. 
Minneapolis, Minn., Reinhard Bros. Co, 

New Orleans, La., Shuler Rubber & Supply Co. 
Oelwein, Ia., Chas. W. Bopp 





PD peccrtccnesenanreies ; 


SN ici sda cnaienkvoiions 
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Ten thousand soldiers are still await- 
ing the help of a “ fairy god-mother ” or 
a “marraine de guerre,’ and if, kind 
reader, you answer our appeal, write to 
“Mon Soldat, 1915,” 8 Avenue Velas- 
quez, Paris, and our office will send 
you the name and address of a soldier, 
worthy of all the kindness you will be 
stow upon him. 

MapaME Pu. Berarp, (née Dana), 
President “ Mon Soldat, ro15.’ 
Paris, October, 1915. 





Oklahoma City,-Okla., Severin Tire & Supply Co 

Omaha, Neb., Powell Supply Co. 

Pittsburgh, Pa., Pittsburgh Auto Equipment Co. 

Springfield, Mass., Motor Parts Co. 

St. Louis, Mo., Phoenix Automobile Supply Co. 

Washington, D. C., Record Auto Supply & Service Co. 

Wichita Falls, Texas, Western Auto Supply Co. 

Chicago, Ill., Cleveland, Ohio, Detroit, Mich., Indianap- 
olis, Ind., New York, N. Y., Pittsburgh, Pa., West- 
inghouse Sales-Service Stations. 


Westinghouse Electric & Manufacturing Co. 


Automobile Equipment Department 


Shadyside Works, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
For Canada: Canadian Westinghouse Co., Ltd., Hamilton, Ontario 


















P.S. Parcels to be sent: “ Mon’ Sol- 
dat, 1915,” care of American Relief 
Clearing House, 150 Bank Street, New 
York. 

Money Orders: Care of Equitable 
Trust Co., New York, for account Law 
rence Slade (Treasurer of “ Mon Sol 
dat ’’). 


By sending a small monthly subscrip- 
tion you can count upon the Associa- 
tion to respond to these soldiers’ nec- 
essary requests, in your name. 
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Free Verse 


ONSIDER 

The writers of 
Free Verse. 
They have a new and amazing 
Cult. 
They are to poetry 
What cubism and futurism 
And other pessimistic 
Isms 
Were to art. 
The futurist told us that if 
You tried to make a pic- 
Ture good 
And succeeded, it was bad. 
But if you tried to make 
It bad and succeeded, 
It was wonderful. 
So the aim of the Free Versites 
Is to make poetry that is 
As bad as possible 
And as much unlike good poetry 
As possible, 
And then to make it good 
By the simple trick of 
Calling it good. 
The Free Versite wants to 
Have ll the 
Credit of writing good poetry 
Without having any 
Of the trouble. 
He insists upon being free. 
Free from all conventional restaint. 
Free from all rhyme, rhythm and rhap- 

sody, 
From rhomance and rheason, 
From rhules and rhegulations. 
Nothing whatsoever binds 
Him except the fond delusion 
That he is writing 
Poetry. 
Ellis O. Jones. 


Remember 


That every subscription to Lire which 
commences December Ist will include 
our great 25-cent Christmas Number. 
Premium picture, ‘“ SUNSET,”  in- 
cluded with all yearly subscriptions. 
Lire PuBLISHING COMPANY, 
17 West 31st Street, New York. 
One Year, $5; Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04 








PERHAPS IT WASN’T AN APPLE AT ALL. IT 
MAY HAVE BEEN A BUNCH OF GRAPES 


TUM aL UA 
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By the author of ‘‘Daddy-Long-Legs’’ 





DEAR ENEMY 


By JEAN WEBSTER 








TENDER, whimsical love story set.in an or- 

phan asylum which was itself orphaned— 
until Sally McBride came to take charge. The 
inmates, including a dour young Scotch surgeon, 
needed much seeing to; and to set things straight 
a lot of work and fighting had to be done. But 
Sally was a human dynamo for energy, and she 


had red hair. 


Well, anyhow, what with loving and fighting 
and playing and toiling, everybody had a glorious 
time and was much improved. 


In its manner “Dear Enemy” is like the au- 
thor’s “Daddy-Long-Legs.” There is in it the same 
deftness and tenderness of touch, the same wist- 

ful gaiety, the same rich and gratifying background of sense and common sense. 


J. B. KERFOOT, IN “LIFE” 


“Jean Webster’s rescued orphan, Sallie Mc- 
Bride—the supposed carrier-on of the inimitable 
correspondence by means of which the story of 
‘ Daddy-Long-Legs’ was told—has been writing 
some more letters. And of course when this 
news reaches us our first impulse is to exclaim, 
‘Oh dear! What ashame!’ For Sally was far 
too nice a pitcher to be taken the fatal once too 
often to the well. But cheer up—and read ‘ Dear 
Enemy.’ The pitcher is not only not broken, but 
comes back as full of spontaneous naturalness, 
effervescent sanity and unexpected wit as ever. 
Sally, it seems, has herself been made the super- 
intendent of an orphan asylum, and the present 
correspondence is mostly from her office in that 
institution. A sequel? Not for a moment. A 
sequel is a continuation of something that was 
finished. And ‘ Dear Enemy’ is its own disproof 
of such a proposition.” 


PHILADELPHIA EVENING LEDGER 
“And as for Sallie's highly original drawings 
of her interesting orphan flock—a joy forever is 
the only phrase that will properly characterize 
them.” 


NEW YORK TIMES 


“A bright and winsome tale, full of laughter 
and originality and common sense. - . Com- 
bination of serious social modernity with the 
other modernity of gaiety and. humor, so that 
both are alive and convincing, and neither loses 
a jot.” 


BOSTON TRANSCRIPT 


“The ‘humor and brightness spring spontane- 
ously, the plot is consistent without dragging, the 
characterization unusual without being untrue. 
The reader leaves it with the feeling that for a 
while he has lived with a set of charming, most 
human people, and with the hope that he may 
some time be permitted to meet them again.” 


BROOKLYN EAGLE 


“The new Webster book runs far ahead of 
‘ Daddy-Long-Legs.’ ‘ Dear Enemy’ is one of the 
most amusing, lifelike works of fiction that has 
come from the book presses for some years.” 


Forty ‘‘alluringly absurd’’ illustrations by the author. 
Price $1.30 net. 


BOTH FREE UPON APPLICATION TO THE PUBLISHERS 


The Century Co.’s illustrated holiday catalogue of its new and standard books. 


THE CENTURION, an illustrated monthly magazine dealing with The Century Co. writers 
and their work. 


At All Bookstores 
Published by 








THE CENTURY CO. 





353 Fourth Avenue 
New York City 








Cie > is 


PPEPS LolSe 


fa Sag on” 


— 7 














on, 
ght 
But 
she 


ing 
ous 


au- 
me 
rist- 
ise. 


hter 
"om- 

the 
that 
oses 


ane- 

the 
rue. 
Or a 
nost 
may 


1 of 
the 
has 


ters 


nue 


1 eo 

















Quoting Scripture 

ZEKIEL was a very spirited writer, 

and one who never hesitated to 
call a spade a spade, unless there was 
something else to call it that would 
carry a greater shock. Now that 
President Wilson and Ex-President 
Roosevelt have both quoted him in 
support of military preparation, the 
unthinking may set him down as a 
militarist. 

Hardly that. It was not necessary 
in his time, when the heathen greatly 
abounded, and it was matter of course 
for the Chosen People to catch their 
adversaries on the hip every good 
chance. Ezekiel’s main complaint was 
that his countrymen, and especially his 
countrywomen, kept company too 
much with the neighbors. On that sub- 
ject he spoke with a freedom that 
makes Billy Sunday seem academic. 

A great deal of the objection to 
armament has ‘a religious basis. Mr. 
Bryan’s objection seems to be all of 
that nature. No citation from Ezekiel 
or any other Old Testament character 
is of any value against that. But in 
the New Testament there are interest- 
ing texts that bear on resistance, as 
where one reads (Luke 22:36): 


But now, he that hath a purse, let 
him take it, and likewise his scrip; 
and he that hath no sword, let him 
sell his garment and buy one. 


Those were almost the last words 
of the Prince of Peace, who Mr. Vil- 
lard insists was a peace-at-any price 
man. They anticipated troublous times, 
and it is not apparent offhand how 
even Mr. Bryan can fail to find in them 
a suggestion of militant preparation. 





“How do you know that Chaucer dic- 
tated to a stenographer?” 
“Look at the spelling.” 
—Columbia Jester. 
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WHISKY 





EMBOTTLE 4 


«TOP. TOP-NOTCH Scotch! 
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Aamilton latch 


“The Watch of Railroad Accuracy”’ 


URING your 

@) obetcjseet- tomatoe 

ping you are sure 

to visit your jeweler’s. 


Take advantage of the first 
occasion of this sort, and ask 
to be shown the Hamilton 
Watch in models for both 
ladies and gentlemen. They 
are interesting examples of 
beauty and art applied to 
watch construction. The 
thinness of the gentlemen's 
watches and the delicate, 
graceful lines of the ladies’ 
watches have been secured 
without sacrifice of that-en- 
during accuracy which has 
so long been associated with 
dole ol-teel-e) Me w E-teelliceem 


Our Booklet, ‘The Timekeeper” 


sent on request, shows the entire line of Hamilton Watches, with prices and descrip- 
tions. One of our most popular watches, a gentleman’s thin model, 12-size, 17-jewel 
timekeeper, sells for $28.00. Other thin models up to $150.00. Movements alone $12.25 
($13.00 in Canada) to $60.00. Hamilton Ladies’ Bracelet Watches, $30.00 and $45.00. 


The Science of Alimony 


NE great trouble with alimony is that it has never been reduced to an exact science. 
Until this is done it can never be a complete success. Although alimony has made 
wonderful progress, still there are many thousands of worthy people holding aloof 

from it until its laws, regulations, properties, attributes, idiosyncrasies and predilections 
have been discovered, co-ordinated, tabulated, filed and approved. No sane person 
wants to go into alimony blindly. For instance, is alimony earned income or unearned? 
That should be definitely decided. Again, should alimony be determined on the basis 
of what the traffic will bear or on some other basis? Such an important branch of our 
economic structure should not be allowed to run at loose ends. Let us reform at once 
and give to matters alimonial the expert attention that they require. 
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Rare Form 





Price 25 cents. 





Copr. Life Pub. Co. 





Printed in colors on Bristol, size 12 x 16 in. 
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All’s Well That Ends Well 


Price 25 cents. 


Cobr. Life Pub. Co. 
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The Dreamers 


Printed in colors on Bristol, size 12 x 16 in. 
Price 25 cents. 
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Printed in colors on Bristol, size 12 x 16 in. 





Copr. Life Pub. Co. 


Life Prints 


Make a 


Merry Xmas 


Copr. Life Pub. Co. 





S. 0. S. 


Printed in colors on Bristol, size 12 x 16 in. 
rice 25 cents. 


: 


Working to Beat Hell 





Copr. Life Pub. Co. 








Genuine photogravure in green, size 11 x 14 in. a 
Price 25 cents. 


Si a caiera oe 


Copr. Life Pub. Co. 




















Reveries of a Bachelor 
Should Auld Acquaintance 


At times beside the cheery blaze, 
Eee cncendll captnanmepen, Be Forgot 
pa ergs ay Printed in colors on Bristol, size 12 x 16 in 


rice 25 cents. 


Then, nestling closer, beckons where 
A smaller phantom laughs and crows. 
I wake and wonder: life is fair 
And glad and free and—yet, who knows? 





Copr. Life Pub. Co. 


Genuine photogravure in sepia. Plate size 7 x 12. 
Double mounted with verse on the fillet. 


Price $1.00. 


For Gifts 


Upon receipt of remittance we will 
forward these pictures to any ad- 
dress furnished and, if desired, will 
enclose your card and mail under 
a “‘Don’'t-oper-till-Christmas”’ label. 











LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 


K Y the Ball 
17 West 31st Street New York uditantne hriraduan 


Printed in colors on Bristol, size 12 x 16 in. 
Price 25 cents. 
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They 


““T’HEY” want to bind with thorns 
the brow 
Of justice once again; 
And ancient wrong “they” battle now 
That spoils the souls of men; 
The state, ’tis said, “they” mean to 
steer 
An unknown sea to try; 
And “they” profess “they” 
fear 
The wreck “they” 


do -not 


prophesy. 


With valiant heat “they” cry the need 
Of great reform and bold; 

“They” preach the merits of a creed 
“They” proved and served of old; 

“They” stand for that, “they” stand 

for this, 
“They” seek, “they” would not 
find ; 

“They” see to it “they” do not miss 

One chance to speak their mind. 


In crucial times “they” lead the van, 
“They” tread the common round; 
Choleric still the news “they” scan, 
“They” make a chuckling sound; 
“They” swear by yea, “they” swear 

by nay, 
The right “they” will enforce; 
“They” won’t admit. Now, 
who are “they”? 
Why, “they” are “they,” of course! 
—Charles Campbell Jones. 











May 15, 1820 


My old Schoolmate Joe 
is up from Virginia. What 
an evening we had talking of old 
times over a bottle of our favorite 


Old Overholt Rye 


**Same for 100 years’’ 


Its rare flavor, distinctive boquet and 
uniform purity and quality, have made 
Old Overholt the favorite 
beverage when men gather § 
for reminiscences. Aged in 
charred oak barrels, bot- 
tled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburg, Pa. 
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HE man on the Avenue—partic- 

ular in everything—has enthus- 

iastically welcomed the Havone 
Cigarette Case. 

The mussiness of the ordinary case 
—with its fingered contents—cig- 
arettes crushed, bent and broken— 
never appealed to his 


sense of fitness. 

The Havone keeps his 
cigarettes clean and straight 
—each in a separate com- 








Dept. C. 














HAVONE CORPORATION 


21-23 Maiden Lane 
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The Forget-me-not 
of Gifts 


HAVONE 






AVONE 


partment—and adds immeasurably to 
the grace of ‘‘passing the smokes.”’ 

You know a man who needs a Havone. 
Give him one for Christmas. 

Havone Cigarette Cases are made in 
Sterling Silver-plate, in Solid Sterling, 
10K Gold and 14K -Gold—Prices, $3.50 up. 

If your dealer hasn’t stocked up on the 
HAVONE, send us $3.50 and we will mail 
you one direct—either plain finished, or 
with monogram spot, or one of the all- 
over patterns. At any rate, send us 
your name on a post-card for one of our 
handsome catalogues. 


NEW YORK 
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Going Fast to Pot 


|" is interesting to notice what the 
law allows; as, for example, this in 
the Masses: 


A number of middies have been 
dismissed from Annapolis for partic- 
ipation in hazing, And quite proper- 
ly, too. We must have no brutality 
in the training of our future assas- 


sins. 


The Fatherland would hardly go so 
far. 

The curious progress of the Masses 
to the Old Boy is most noticeable just 
now in its attention to the concerns 
of sex. In that it follows, no doubt, 
the usual course and exhibits the phe- 
nomena that familiarly attend a loss 
of balance. 

Not unlikely, however, it is satisfied 
that it cannot make a living and hopes 
and practices to be suppressed. An 
undiluted gospel of hate is not even 
good business. Lubricity can’t save it. 
It tastes too bad. 





A GENTLEMANLY LADY-BUG 


. THE IDEAL WINTER RESORT 
cot Enervetng | BERMUDA 
PRINCESS HOTEL 


Open December to May. Best location and equipment on the 
| island. Modern service throughout. Grill room, tiled swimming 
pool, our own fleet of yachts; superb drives, saddle riding, golf, ten- 
nis, sea bathing. 48 hours trom New York. S&S. S. Passage by 
Quebec S. S. Co., 32 Broadway, N, ¥ 


| HOWE & TWOROGER, Mers. 


Hamilton, Bermuda, 






10 x 12 “Steeleote” Edwards ready- 
to-use garage, $69.50 complete. Fac- 
tory price. Fireproof. Portable. 
Quickly set up. All styles and sizes 
of garages and portable buildings. 
Send postal for illustrated catalog. 


The Edwards Mfz. Co. 
336-386 Eggleston Ave., Cincinnati, 0. 
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OWNE 
GLOVES 


**Tt’s a * KK KK 


that’s all you need to 
know aboutaGlove.” 


“Highty—tighty!—One of 
those sweeping, egotistical, 
advertising slogans,”’ you 
say. But isn’t it some- 
thing more? 

How many things that are 
bought and sold have given 


satisfaction for over one 
and a third centuries? 


Fownes Gloves have. 


’ 
**’* * Fownes 
KKRKOK KEK KEK KKKK KKB 
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Be Quieter, Girls 


OME of the girls in the San Fran- 
cisco high school have been over- 
dressing, and a delegation of San 
Francisco mothers has visited the 
Board of Education to protest against 
what they consider a_ reprehensible 
practice. There seems to be some sort 
of sense in that protest. Public schools 
are usurping more and more the ab- 
solute functions of parents. If the 
business of a public school is to teach 
girls how to think better, why not to 
dress better? 

True style is one of the greatest of 
arts. Most of the girls who attract at- 
tention and some horror, dress badly. 
They have no real sense of real style. 
Their idea of dressing is to shock 
somebody.. Too many of them succeed 
at this horrible pastime. Most of them 
who do succeed have gone to public 
schools, for the rich private schools do 
not, as a rule, encourage loud dress- 
ing. If our school girls could be taught 
how to dress it might have a good 
effect upon their mothers and grand- 
mothers. 





Gisss: Bilson expressed a good deal of 
sympathy for poor Blank. Did you try 
him for a contribution? 

Disss: No, I know Bilson; 
the letter “p”—first in pity 
in help.—Boston Transcript. 


he’s like 
and last 


| Chlorophyll in the Blood 


| HE _ serumatic 
| blithely forward. One of the 
latest suggestions is to introduce 
| chlorophyll into the blood of cancer 
sufferers. Two doctors, named Wil- 
liams and Beveridge, are given as 
authorities on the subject, and this 
statement is offered in evidence: 


campaign moves 


No one needs to be told that 
chlorophyll, in the plant leaf, through 
the action of sunlight, combines car- 
bonic acid and water to form organic 
sugars and starch. But no one has 
hitherto had any conception as to 
what chlorophyll might do when 
brought into the circulatory system 
of a warm-blooded animal. 


Which suggests that there is no tell- 
ing what may ultimately be introduced 
into the blood of warm-blooded ani- 
mals. Rubber shoes are excellent on 
sloppy days, ten-penny nails are useful 
in building houses, soap is splendid for 
removing dirt and grease, while Brus- 
sels sprouts, if properly prepared, are 

| much relished by the nobility. Nobody 

| knows what might happen, however, 
if all these were introduced into our 
arteries. But there is hope. The doc: 
tors will get around to them in time. 
Meanwhile they are busy on chloro- 
phyll. A more or less all-wise Provi- 
dence, although lavish in supplying 
plant life with chlorophyll, was very 
stingy in bestowing it upon the circu- 
latory systems of warm-blooded ani- 
mals, but it is all right now. The doc- 
tors are about to remedy a more or less 
all-wise Providence’s remissness. 

Ellis O. Jones. 


HEN Bryan splits away from Wil- 
son, Bryan is wrong. Notice the 
note to Germany awhile ago, and now 
the armaments matter. 
Wilson and Bryan have been. right 
together in a good many efforts, for 
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_ A transient—residential hotel of 

_ charm and comfort on aristocratic 
Brooklyn Heights overlooking 
New York harbor. 


MONTAGUE-HICKS-REMSEN STREETS 
BROOKLYN 
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Fifty-six Years 
before the Telegraph 


folks enjoyed pure, mild, mellow 
Carstairs Rye. Call for Carstairs 
Rye in the non-refillable bottle— 
“A Good Bottle to Keep Good 
Whiskey Good.” 





PETER 3. CAREY, PRINTER 





by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
—- a Father — art to His Son. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a i Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a re Wife = Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should H 
Knowledge a Mother Should lat ~ ae Daughter. 
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Hi: 
Write for ‘Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table = Contents. 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 797 PERRY BLDG, PHILA., PA. 


























sso” STUDENTS ART MAGAZINE 
a2 fe ISTS and ART 


STUDENTS 
Publishes Cash Art Assign- 
ments, lessons and articles on Cartooning, Llus- 
outing. Lettering, Designing and Chalk-Talk- 

Criticises amateurs’ work. Interesting, 
biota. artistic, UNIQUE. Clare Briggs, Ryan 


Walker and other noted artists contributors. 
Nwill please you. $1 per year. Send NOW, stamps or bili to 
LOCKWOOD PUB.CO., Dept. 76, Kalamazoo, Mich A 











Bryan supported Wilson in some of his 
very best endeavors, such as the Pana- 
ma tolls repeal bill. Sad to say, they 
have both been wrong often enough, 
as (presumably) in the concerns of 
Mexico. But when they have split, 
Wilson has been right. 
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PHOE 


In beautiful holiday 
boxes without adver- 
tising upon them. 


Everyone on 
your gift list 
will appreci- 
ate a box con- 
taining one, 
two or four 
pairs. 


“LIFE: 


28 
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SILK HOSE > 








Men’s, 50c to $6 box 
Women’s, 75c to $8 box 


Infants’ and Children’s, 
50c to $2 box 


**Made in U. S. A.” by the 
Phoenix Knitting Works, Milwaukec 
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Richmond Straight Cut 


PLAIN2 CORK TIPS CIGARETTES 














PREFERRED BY 
GENTLEMEN NOW AS THEN 


Theit “bright” Virginia tobacco has an old-time 
delicacy that no other cigarette has ever been 
able to equal. For Christmas gifts—the larger 
packages, Attractive tins, 50 for 40c: 100 for 


/Sc. Sent prepaid if your dealer cannot supply you, FIFTEEN 
ICHMOND,V USA eo 
Mien’ Yinterp LIGOETTAMYERS TORACED CD evecessen. 
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